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ADVERTISEMENT, 


Reader of taſte will eaſily perceive, 


that the ingenious Author of the 
following Poems was of the School of 


SexNsER and MiLToON, rather than that of 


Popz. 


In order to make this Collection of his 
poetical Works more complete, to the 
Poems of a more ſerious caſt, are now firſt 
added, ſeveral pieces of pleaſantry and hu- 
mour; and alſo ſome Latin Poems, written 
with a true claſſical PuzxiTy, ELEGANCE, 


and SIMPLICITY. 


Eis Toy NE, zablicas, 
Egerer ersgoy ep ETSgw 
Algouevos wygevu av0swy 
Adouera, oye — 


Grotii Excerpta ex Tragicis ; 
& Valkenarii Diatriben in 
Hyppolitum, p. 212, 


THF 
TRIUMPH 1618 
OCCASIONED 4 

57-5" a © LEW. 


WRITTEN IN 1749. 
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Nuid mibi neſcio quam, proprio cum Tv BRIDE, Roman 
Semper in ore geris ? Referunt fi vera parentes, 

Hanc urbem inſano nullus qui marte petivit, 

Latatus violaſſe redit. Nec numina ſedem 

Deſtituunt. CLAUDIAN, 


O N cloſing flowers when genial gales diffuſe 
The fragrant tribute of refreſhing dews; 
When chants the milk-maid at her balmy pail, 
And weary reapers whiſtle o'er the vale ; » 
Charm'd by the mumurs of the quivering ſhads, 
O'er Is18' willow-fringed banks I fray'd: 
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And calmly muſing through the twilight way, 
In penſive mood I ffum d the Doric lay. 
When Io! from opening clouds a golden gleam 
Pour'd ſudden ſplendors o'er the ſhadowy ſtream ; 
And from the wave aroſe it's guardian queen, 
Known by her ſweeping ſtole of gloſſy green; 
While in the coral crown, that bound her brow, 


Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. 


As the ſmooth ſurface of the dimply flood | 
The ſilver- ſlipper'd virgin lightly trod; 
From her looſe hair the dropping dew ſhe preſs'd, 


And thus mine ear in accents mild addreſs'd. 


No more, my fon, the rural reed employ, 
Nor trill the tinkling ſtrain of empty joy; 
No more thy love-reſounding ſonnets ſuit 
To notes of paſtoral pipe, or oaten flute. 

For hark ! high-thron'd on yon majeſtic walls, 
To the dear Muſe. afflicted Freedom call 


193 
When Freedom calls, and Oxford bids thee ſing, 
Why ſtays thy hand to ſtrike the ſounding ſtring? 


While thus, in Freedom's and in Phebu? ſpite, 


The venal ſons of laviſh Cam: bpite 3 
To ſhake yon towers when Malice rears her creſt;; 


Shall all my ſons in ſilence idly reſt? 


Still ling, O Can, your fav'rite F reedom's cauſe ; 
Still boaſt of Freedom, while you break her laws: 
To power your ſongs of Gratulation pay, | 
To courts addreſs ſoft flattery 8 ſervile lay. 
What though your gentle Mason's plaintive verſe 
Has kung with ſweeteſt nireathte Adeline! herſe; 
What though your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe, 
Soft as my ſtream, in tuneful numbers flow ; - 

Yet ſtrove his Muſe, by fame or envy led, 
To tear the laurels from a fiſter's head ? - 


Miſguided youth! with rude-unclaflic rage 


To blot the beauties of thy whiter page! 
B 2 
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And calmly muſing through the twilight way, 


In penſive mogd I fram'd the Doric lay. 
When 10 from opening clouds a golden gleam 


Pour d ſudden ſplendors o'er the ſhadowy ſtream ; 


And from the wave aroſe it's guardian queen, 
Known by her ſweeping ſtole of gloſſy green; 
While in the coral crown, that bound her brow, 


Was wove the Delphic laurel's verdant bough. 


As the ſmooth ſurface of the dimply flood 
The ſilver-ſlipper'd virgin lightly trod; 
From her looſe hair the dropping dew ſhe preſs'd, 


And thus mine ear in accents mild addreſs'd. 


No more, my fon, the rural reed employ, 
Nor trill the tinkling ſtrain of empty joy ; 
No more thy love-reſounding ſonnets ſuit 
To notes of paſtoral pipe, or oaten flute. 
For hark ! high-thron'd on yon majeſtic walls, 
| To the dear Muſe. afflicted Freedom calls: 


ES 
When Freedom calls, and Oxford bids thee ſing,” 
Why ſtays thy hand to ſtrike the ſounding ſtring? 
While thus, in Freedom's and in Phebus' ſpite, 
The venal ſons of flaviſh Cam: Uhlte . 


To ſhake yon towers when Malice rears her creſts; 


Shall all my ſons in filence idly reſt ? 


Still ing, O Can, your fav'rite F reedom's cauſe ; 
Still boaſt of Freedom, while you break her laws = 
To power your ſongs of Gratulation pay, 
To courts addreſs ſoft flattery's ſervile lay. 
What though your gentle M AS0N's plaintive verſe 

Has hung with ſweeteſt wreaths Muſeus herſe ; 
What though your vaunted bard's ingenuous woe, 
Soft as my ſtream, in tuneful numbers flow; 
Vet ſtrove his Muſe, by fame or envy led, 
To tear the laurels from a fiſter's head ? — 
Miſguided youth ! with rude-unclaffic rage 
To blot the beauties of thy whiter page ! * 
B 2 
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A rage that ſullies e en thy guiltleſs lays, 


And blaſts the vernal bloom of half thy bays. 


Let - boaſt the patrons of her name, 
Pach ſplendid fool of fortune and of fame: ; 
Still of preferment let ber ſhine the queen, | 
Prolific parent of each bowing dean : 
Be her's each prelate of the pamper d cheek, 
Each courtly chaplain, ſantified and fleck: 
Still let the drones of her cxhauſtlck hive 
On rich pluralities fupinely thrive: 
Still let her ſenates titled fling revere, 
Nor dare to know the patriot from the peer 


No lon ger charm'd by Virtue 8 lofty ſong, 

Once heard age Milton's manly tones among, 
Where CAM, meandering 1 thro' the matted reeds, 
With loitering wave his groves of laurel foeds. 
"Tis our's, my on, to deal the facred bay, 
Where honour calls, and juſtice points the Way 3 


E 

To wear the well earn d wreath that merit brings, 
And ſnatch a gift beyond 1 the reach of kings. 
Scorning and ſcorn'd by courts, yon Muſe $ bower 
Still nor enjoys, nor ſeeks, the ſmile of power. | 
Though wakeful Vengeance watch my chryſtal 

ſpring, | 
Though Perſecution wave her iron wing, 
And, o er yon ſpiry temples as ſhe flies, 5 
1. Theſe deſtin d ſeats be. mine, exulting cries z 13 
Fortune e's | Fr ſmiles on Ifis {till at attend; 
And, as the deus of gracious heaven deſcend | 
Unaſk', unſeen, 3 in {till but copious ſhow rs, 
Her ſtores on me {pontaneous Bounty pours. .. 
See, Science walks with recent chaplets crown 45 
With fancy s ſtrain my fairy ſhades: reſound ; 
My Muſe divine ſtill keeps her cuſtom'd ſtate, 
The mien erect, and high majeſtic gait : | 
Green as of old cach oliv'd portal ſmiles, 
And {till the Graces build * Grecian piles: : 


11 
My Gothic ſpires in ancient glory riſe, 
And dare with wonted pride to ruſh into the ſkies, 


E'e en late, when Radcliffe's delegated ti train 
Auſpicious ſhone in Iſis happy plain; 


When yon proud * dome, fair Learning: s am- 
pleſt ſhrine, 

Beneath its attic roofs receiv d the Ni ine; 

Was Rapture mute, or ceas'd the glad acclame, 

To Radcliffe due, and Ifis' 8 d name? 


What free-born crouds adorn' d the feſtive day, 
Nor bluſh d to wear my tributary bay! 
How each brave bicaſt with honeft ardors heav' d, 
When Sheldon's s fane the patriot band receiv d; 
While, as we loudly hail'd the choſen few, K 
Rome's awful ſenate ruſ d upon the view! bs 
O may the day in lateſt annals ſhine, 
That made a Beaufort, and an Harley mine: 


* — 
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That bade them leave the loftier ſcene awhile, 
The pomp of guiltleſs ſtate, the patriot toi}, | 
For bleeding Albion's aid the ſage deſign, 
To hold ſhort dalliance with the tuneful Nine. 
Then Muſic left her ſilver ſphere on high, 
And bore each ſtrain of triumph from the ſky; 
Swell'd the loud ſong, and to my chiefs Mound x 
Pour'd the full peans of mellifluous ſound. 
My Naiads blythe the dying accents caught, | 
And liſtening danc'd beneath their pearly grot : 
In gentler eddies play'd my conſcious wave, 
And all my reeds their ſofteſt whiſpers gave ; 
Each lay with brighter green adorn'd my bowers, | 


And breath'd a freſher fragrance on my flowers. 


But lo! at once the pealing concerts ceaſe, | 


And crouded theatres are huſh'd in peace. 


See, on yon Sage how all attentive ſtand, 
To catch his darting eye, and waving hand. 


161 

Hark! he begins, with all a Tully's art; 
To pour the dictates of 2 Cato's heart: 
Skill'd to pronbunce what nobleſt thoughts inſpire; 
He blends the fpeaker's with the patriot's fire; 
Bold to conceive, nor timorous to conceal, 
What Britons dare to think, he dares to tell. 
Tis his alike the ear and eye to charm, 
To win with action, 'and with ſenſe to warm; 
2 0 in flowery periods to diſpenſe 

he lulling ſounds of ſweet impertinence: 
In frowns or ſmiles he gains an equal prize; 
Nor meanly fears to fall, nor ereeps to riſe ; 
Bids happier days to Albion be reſtor d, 
Bids ancient Juſtice rear her radiant fward 3 z 
From me, as from my country, claims applauſe, 
And makes an Oxford's; a Britannia's cauſe. 


While arms like theſe my ſtedfaſt fages wield, 
While mine is Truth's impenetrable ſhield ; 


[09 
Say, ſhall the Puny Champion fandly dare 
To wage with force like this ſcholaſtic war? ?? 
Still vainly ſcribble on with pert pretence 
With all the rage of pedant impotence ?; - 1 + / 
Say, mall I foſter this domeſtic peſt. 
This parricide, that wounds a mother s. reaſt? 


Thus in bens gallant ſhip, that long has bore 
Britain's victorious croſs from ſhore to ſhore, 
By chance, beneath her cloſe ſequeſter'd cells, 
Some low-born worm, a lurking miſchief dwells ; 
Eats his blind way; and ſaps with ſecret gunle 
The deep foundations of the floating pile : 
In vain the foreſt lent its ſtatelieſt pride, 
Rear'd'her tall maſt, and fram'd her knotty ſide 3 
The martial thunder's rage in vain ſſie ſtood, 
With every conflict of che ſtormy floõdʒ 
More ſure the reptile's little arts devour, SET 
Than wars, or waves, or Eurus' wintry power. 

C 
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Ye fretted pinnacles, ye fanes ſublime, 
Ye towers that wear the moſly veſt of time ! 
Ye maſly piles of old munificence, 
At once the pride of learning and defence ; 
Ye cloiſters pale, that lengthening to the fight, 
To contemplation, ſtep by ſtep, invite; 
Ye high-arch'd walks, where oft the whiſpers 
clear 
Of harps unſeen have ſwept the poet's ear; 
Ve temples dim, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of ever-echoing praiſe; 
Lo! your lov'd Iſis, from the bordering vale, 
With all a mother's fondneſs bids you hail !— 
Hail, Oxford, hail ! of all that's good and great, 
Of all that's fair, the guardian and the ſeat ; 
Nurſe of each brave purſuit, each generous aim, 
By truth exalted to the throne of fame ! 
Like Greece in ſcience and in liberty, 


As Athens learn'd, as Lacedemon free ! 
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Ev'n now, confeſs'd to my adoring eyes, 
In awful ranks: thy: gifted ſons ariſe. 
Tuning to knightly tale his Britiſh reeds, 
Thy genuine bards immortal Chaucer leads: 
His hoary head 'o'erlooks" the gazing quire, 
And beams on all around celeſtial fire. | 
With graceful ſtep ſee Addiſon advance, 
The ſweeteſt child of Attic elegance: 

See Chillingworth the depths of Doubt explore, 
And Selden ope the rolls of antient lore ; 

| To all but his below d embrace deny d, 

See Locke lead Reaſon, his majeſtic bride : 

See Hammond- pierce religion's golden mine, 


And ſpread the treaſur'd ſtores of Truth divine. 


All who to Albion gave the arts of peace, 
And beſt the labours plann'd of letter d caſe: 


Who taught with truth, or with perſuaſion mov'd; 


Who ſooth'd with numbers, or with ſenſe improv'd 3 


C2 


| , Who rang'd the powers of reaſon, or refin d, 


. — — 
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All that adorn'd or humanis'd thè mind 
Each prieſt of health, that mix d the balmy bowl, 
To rear frail man, and ſtay the fleeting ſoul; ya: yl 


All croud around, and echoing to the ſky , 275 
Hail, Oxford, hail! with filial tranſport cry. 


4825 — 


\ 


And ſee yon ſapient train | with liberal aim, 


"Twas theirs new plans of liberty to frame; 


And on the Gothic gloom of flaviſh ſway _ 
To ſhed the dawn of intelleQual dai 19d Io 
With mild debate each muſing feature glows, 


And well-weigh'd counſels mark their meaning brows, 
„Lo! theſe the leaders of thy patriot line,” 

A Raleigh, Hamden, and a Somers ſhine. 

Theſe from thy ſource the bold contagion Slight, 
Their future ſons the great example taught: Wk 
While in each youth, th' hereditary flame 

Still blazes, unextinguiſh'd and the fame! © 


»- 


| 11 1. 
Nor all the taſks of thoughtful. peace engage 


Tis thine te forty tlie hero as the age. 
1 ſee the fable-ſuited prince advan to 
With les cron d. the ſpoils of bleeding Frinee, 
Edward.” The Muſes, in yon'eloiſtet'd ſhade, 
Bound on his maiden thigh the mürtial blade: 
Bade him the ſteel for Britiſh freedom draw, 
And Oxford taught the deeds that Creſſy ſaw. 


And ſee, great father of the ſacred band, 
The S Patriot King before me ſeems to ſtand. 
He by the bloom of this gay vale beguil'd - © 
That cheet'd with lively green the ſhaggy wild, 
Hither of yore, forlorn forgotten maid, | 
The Maſe in prattling infancy” convey'd ; 
From Vandal rage the helpleſs virgin bore, 
And fix'd her cradle on my e ſhores © / 


$ Alfred, 
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Soon grew the maid beneath his foſtering hand, 
Soon ſtream'd her bleflings oer the enlighten'd land. 


Though ſimple was the dome, where firſt to dwell. 
She deign'd, and rude her early, Saxon cell, 
Lo! now ſhe holds her ſtate in ſculptur'd bowers, 
And proudly lifts to heav'n her hundred towers. 
"Twas Alfred firſt, with letters and with laws, 
Adorn'd, as he advanc'd, his country's cauſe ; 


He bade relent the Briton's ſtubborn ſoul, 


l 
—_ | 


And ſooth'd to ſoft ſociety's controul 
A rough untutor'd age. With raptur'd- eye 
Elate he views his laurel'd progeny 2 - | 
Serene he ſmiles to "We" that not in vain 

He form'd the rudiments of learning's reign: | 
| Himſelf he marks in each ingenuous breaſt, 5 
With all the founder in the race erpreſt: TY 
Conſcious he ſees, fair Freedom ſtill ſurvive | 


In yon bright domes, ill-fated fugitive ! - 


( 15 ] 
(Glorious, as when the goddeſs pour'd the beam 
Unſullied on his antient diadem 3 
Well-pleas'd, that at his own Pierian ſprings 
he reſts her weary feet; and plumes hey wingwy 
That here at laſt ſhe takes her deſtin'd ſtand, 
Here deigns to linger, ere ſhe leave the land. 


E. (Lioba une . : > 
48 ON THE DEATH OF THE LATE 
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FREDERICPRINCE; OF, WALES. 
East! | 77! I. 1 ' 4 
O For the warblings of the Doric ote, 


That wept the youth deep-whelm'd in ocean's tide! 
| Or Mulla's muſe, who chang'd her magic note 

| To chant how dear the laurel'd Sidney died! 

| 


Then ſhould my woes in worthy ſtrain be ſung, 


And with due cypreſs-crown thy herſe, O Frederic, hung. 


IT. 


But though my novice-hands are all too weak 
l To graſp the ſounding pipe, my voice unſ{kill'd 
The tuneful phraſe of poeſy to ſpeak, | 


— —— — — 


Uncouth the cadence of my carols wild: 


A nations' tears ſhall teach my ſong to trace 


The Prince that deck'd his crown with every milder grace. 


Wc 
III. 


How well he Da to turn from flattery's ſhrine, _ 
To drop the ſweeping pall of ſcepter'd pride ; 
Led by calm thought to paths of eglantine, 
And rural walks on Ifis' tufted fide : 

To rove at large amid the landſkips ſtill, 
Where Contemplation ſate on Clifden's beech-clad hill. 


IV. 
How, lock'd in pure Affection's golden band, 


Through ſacred wedlock's unambitious ways, 
With even ſtep he walk'd. and conſtant hand, 
His temples binding with domeſtic bays : 
Rare pattern of the chaſte connubial knot, 
Firm in a palace kept, as in the clay-built cot 


V. 


How with diſcerning choice, to nature true, 
He cropp'd the ſimple flowers, of violet, 
Or crocus-bud, that with ambroſial hue 
The banks of filver Helicon beſet : 

Nor ſeldom wak'd the Muſe's living "Rl 

To ſounds that call'd around Aonia's liſtening quire. 
D 
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VI. 
3 00 the Few with ſparks ethereal ſtor'd, 
He never barr d his caſtle's genial gate, 


But bade ſweet Thomſon ſhzre th. friendly board, 


Soothing with yerſe divine the toil of ſtate : 


Hence fir'd, the bard forſook the flowery plain, 


And deck'd the regal maſk, and tried the tragic ſtrain. 
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INSCRIPTION IN A HERMITAGE. 
At ANSLEY HALL, in WARWICKSHIRE. 

1 

BENEATH this ſtony roof reclin'd, 

I ſooth to peace my penſive mind: 
And while, to ſhade my lowly cave, 

Embowering elms their umbrage wave ; 

And while the maple diſh i mine, 

The beechen cup, unſtain'd with wine : 

I ſcorn the gay licentious croud, 

Nor heed the toys that deck the proud. 

| 1 

Within my limits lone and ſtill, 

The blackbird pipes in artleſs trill ; 

Faſt by my couch, congenial gueſt | 

The wren has wove her moſly neſt ; 

From buſy ſcenes, and brighter ſkies, 


To lurk with innocence, ſhe flies; 


Here hopes in ſafe repoſe to dwell, 
Nor aught ſuſpects the ſylvan cell. 
D 2 
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III. 
At morn, I take my cuſtom'd round, 
To mark how buds yon bby mound ; 
And every opening primroſe count, 
That trimly paints my blooming mount: 
Or o'er the ſculptures, quaint and rude, 
That grace my gloomy ſolitude, 
I teach in winding wreaths to ſtray 
Fantaſtic ivy's gadding ſpray. 
. 

At eve, within yon ſtudious nook, 
I ope my braſs-emboſſed book, 
Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 
Of martyrs, crown'd with heavenly meed : 
Then, as my taper waxes dim, 
Chant, ere 1 ſleep, my meaſur'd hymn ; 
And, at the cloſe. the gleams behold 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 


V. 

While ſuch pure joys my bliſs create, 
Who but would ſmile at guilty ſtate ? 
Who but would wiſh his holy lot 

In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 3 
Who but would caſt his pomp away, 
Fo take my ſtaff, and amice gray ; 
And to the world's tumultuous ſtage 


Prefer the blameleſs hermitage ? | 
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III. 
At morn, I take my cuſtom'd round, 
To mark how buds yon ſhrubby hid ; | 
And every opening primroſe count, 
That trimly paints my blooming mount: 
Or o'er the ſculptures, quaint and rude, 
That grace my gloomy ſolitude, 
I teach in winding wreaths to ſtray 
Fantaſtic ivy's gadding ſpray. 
* 

At eve, within yon ſtudious nook, 
I ope my braſs-emboſſed book, 
Pourtray'd with many a holy deed 
Of martyrs, crown'd with heavenly meed : 


Then, as my taper waxes dim, 


Chant, ere I ſleep, my meaſur'd hymn ; 


And, at the cloſe, the gleams behold 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 


* 
While ſuch pure joys my bliſs create, 


Who but would ſmile at guilty ſtate 2 
Who but would wiſh his holy lot 

In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 
Who but would caſt his pomp Ways 
© To take my ſtaff, and amice gray; 
And to the world's tumultuous ſtage 


Prefer the blameleſs hermitage ? | 
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M O NO D Y; 
WRITTEN NEAR STRATFORD UPON Avox: 


"Oe thy * views, thy paſtures w:1d, 
The willows that o' erhang thy twilight edge, 
Their boughs entangling with th' embattled ſedge } 
Thy brink with watery foliage quaintly fring'd, 
Thy ſurface with reflected verdure ting'd ; 

Sooth me with many a penſive pleaſure mild. 

But while I muſe, that here the bard divine 
Whoſe ſacred duſt yon high-arch'd iles incloſe; 
Where the tall windows riſe in ſtately rows 
Above th' embowering ſhade, 
Here firſt, at Fancy's fairy-circled ſhrine, 
Of daiſies pied his infant offering made; 


+ 


Here playful yet, in ſtripling years unripe, 
Fram'd of thy reeds a ſhrill and artleſs pipe: 
Sudden thy beauties, Avon, all are fled, 


As at the waving of ſome magic wand ; 
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An holy trance my charmed ſpirit wings, 
And aweful ſhapes of warriors and of kings 
Peogile the buſy mead, 
Like ſpectres ſwarming to the wiſard's hall; 
And ſlowly pace, and point with trembling hand 
The wounds ill-cover'd by the purple pall. 
Before me Pity ſeems to ſtand 
A weeping mourner, ſmote with anguiſh ſore, - 
T o ſee Misfortune rend in frantic mood 
His robe, with regal woes embroider d o'er, 
Pale Terror leads the viſionary band, 


And ſternly ſhakes his ſceptre, dropping blood, 


1 1 
ON THE DEATH OF 
KING GEORGE THE SECOND, 


To MR. SECRETARY PITT. 5 


8 O ſtream the ſorrows that embalm the brave, 
The Tears that Science ſheds on Glory's graye ! 
So pure the vows which claſſic duty pays 


To bleſs another Brunſwick's riſing rays ! 


O PITT, if choſen ſtrains have power to ſteal 
Thy watchful breaſt awhile from Britain's weal ; 
If votive verſe from facred lars ſent, 

Might hope to charm thy manly mind, intent 
On patriot plans, which antient freedom drew, 
Awhile with fond attention deign to view 
This ample Wreath, which all th' aſſembled Nine 
With {kill united have conſpir'd to twine. 
Aſterwards Lord Chatham. This and the two following poems 


| clofe the collections of Oxrorp VersEs on their reſpective occaſions : 
and were written while the author was Poetry Profeſſor, 
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Yes, guide and guardian of thy country's caule ! 
Thy conſcious heart ſhall hail with juſt applauſe > 
The duteous Muſe, whoſe haſte officious brings 
Her blameleſs offering to the ſhrine of kings : 
Thy tongue, well tutor'd in hiſtoric lore, 
Can ſpeak her office and her uſe of yore: 
P or ſuch the tribute of ingenuous praiſe 
Her harp diſpens'd in Grecia's golden days ; 
Such were the palms, in ifles of old renown, 
She cull 'd,: to deck the guiltleſs monarch's crown ; 
When virtuous Pindar told, with Tuſcan gore 
How ſcepter'd Hiero ſtain'd Sicilia's ſhore, 
Or to mild Theron's-raptur'd eye diſclos'd 
Bright vales, where ſpirits of the brave repos'd : 
Yet ſtill beneath the throne, unbrib'd, ſhe fate, 
The decent handmaid, not the ſlave, of ſtate ; 
Pleas'd in the radiance of the regal name 
To blend the luſtre of her country's fame : 
For, taught like our's, ſhe dar'd, with prudent pride, 
Obedience from dependence to divide: | 


E 
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Though princes claim'd her tributary lays, 
With truth ſevere ſhe temper'd partial praiſe; 


Conſcious ſhe kept her native dignity, 


Bold as her flights, and as her numbers free. 


And ſure if &er the muſe indulg'd her ſtrains, 
With juſt regard, to grace heroic reigns, 
Where could her glance a theme of triumph own 
So dear to fame as GRORGE's trophied throne ? 
At whoſe firm baſe, thy ſtedfaſt ſoul aſpires 
To wake a mighty nation's antient fires : 
Aſpires to baffle Faction's ſpecious claim, 
Rouze England's rage, and give her thunder aim : 
Once more the min her conquering banners ſweep, 
Again her commerce darkens all the deep. 
Thy fix d reſolve renews each firm decree 
That made, that kept öf yore, thy country free. 
Call'd by thy voice, nor deaf to war's e 


Its willing youth the rural empire arms: 


I 

1 Again the lords of Albion's cultur'd plains 
March the firm leaders of their faithful ſwains ; 
As erſt ſtout archers, from the farm or fold, 


Flam'd in the van of many a baron bold. 


Nor thine the pomp of indolent debate, 
The war of words, the ſophiſtries of ſtate ; 
Nor frigid caution checks thy free deſign, 
Nor ſtops thy ſtream of eloquence divine: 
For thine the privilege, on few beſtow'd, 

To feel, to think, to ſpeak, for public good. 


In vain Corruption calls her venal tribes ; 


One common cauſe one common end preſcribes: ' 
Nor fear nor fraud, or ſpares or ſcreens, the foe, 


But ſpirit prompts, and valour ſtrikes, the blow. 


O P1TT, while honour points thy liberal plan, 
And o'er the Miniſter exalts the Man, 
Is1s congenial arddts thy faithful ſway, 
Nor ſcorns to bid a ſtateſman grace her lay. 
E 2 
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For 'tis not Her's, by falſe connections drawn, 


At ſplendid Slavery's ſordid ſhrine to fawn; 

Each native effort of the feeling breaſt, 

To friends, to foes, in equal fear, ſuppreſt: 

"Tis not for her co purchaſe or purſue 

The phantom favours of the cringing crew: 

More uſeful toils her ſtudious hours engage, 

And fairer leſſons fill her ſpotleſs page : 

Beneath ambition, but above diſgrace, 

With nobler arts ſhe forms the riſing race: 

With happier taſks, and leſs refin'd pretence, 

In elder time:, ſhe woo'd Munificence 

To rear her arched roofs in regal guiſe, 

And lift her temples nearer to the ſkies ; 

Princes and prelates ſtretch'd' the ſocial hand, 

To form, diffuſe, and fix, her high command : 

From kings ſheclaim'd, yet ſcorn'd to ſeek, the prize, 

From kings, like GEORG, benignant, juſt, and wiſe. 
1 Lo, this her genuine lore. Nor thou refuſe 


This humble preſent of no partial Muſe 
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From that calm Bower “*, which nurs'd thy 
thoughtful youth 

In the pure precepts of Athenian truth ; 

Where firſt the form of Britiſh Liberty 

Beam'd in full radiance on thy muſing eye ; 

That form, whoſe mien ſublime, with equal awe, 

In the fame ſhade unblemiſh'd Somers ſaw: 

Where once (for well the lov'd the friendly grove 

Which every claſſic Grace had learn'd to rove) 

Her whiſpers wak'd ſage Harrington to feign 

The bleſſings of her viſionary reign ; 

That reign, which now no more an empty theme, 

Adorns Philoſophy's ideal "RAY 

But crowns at laſt, beneath a Gzorce's ſmile, 


In full reality this favour'd iſle. 


* Trinity College, Oxford; in which alſo Lord Somers, and Sir 
James Harrington, author of the Oc ANA, were educated, 


MARRIAGE OF THE KING, 


M. DCC LXqI. 
To HER MAJESTY. 


VW HEN fr the kingdom to thy virtues due 


Roſe from the billowy deep in diſtant view ; 
When Albion's iſle, old Ocean's peerleſs pride, 
Tower'd in imperial ſtate above the tide ; 


What bright ideas of the new domain 


| | Form'd the fair proſpect of thy promis'd reign | 


And well with conſcious joy thy breaſt might beat 
That Albion was ordain'd thy regal ſeat : 
Lo! this the land, where Freedom's ſacred rage 
Has glow'd untam'd through many a martial age. 
Here patriot Alfred, ſtain'd with Daniſh blood, 
Rear'd on one baſe the king's the people's good : 
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Here Henry's archers fram'd the ſtubborn bow 
That laid Alanzon's haughty helmet low ; 

Here wak'd the flame, that ſtill ſuperior braves 
ne proudeſt threats of Gaul's ambitious ſlaves: 
Here Chivalry, ſtern ſchool of valour old, 
Her nobleſt feats of knightly fame enroll'd ; 
Heroic champions caught the clarion's call, 
And throng'd the feaſt in Edward's banner'd hall; 
While chiefs, like GROROG E, approv'dinworthalone, 
Unlock'd chaſte beauty's adamantine zone. 

Lo! the fam'd ifle, which hails thy choſen ſway, 
What fertile fields her temperate ſuns difplay ! 
Where Property ſecures the conſcious ſwain, 

And guards, while Plenty gives; the golden grain : 
Hence with ripe ſtores her villages abound, 

Her airy downs with ſcatter'd ſheep reſound ; 
Freſh are her paſtures with unceaſing rills, 

And future navies crown her darkſome hills, 

To bear her formidable glory far, 

Behold her opulence of hoarded war! 
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See, from her ports a thouſand banners Rream; 
On every. coaſt her vengeful lightnings gleam ! 
Meantime, remote Glo Ruin's armed hand, 
In peaceful majeſty her cities ſtand; 
Whoſe ſplendid domes, and buſy ſtreets, declare, 


Their firmeſt fort, a king's parental care. 


And O! bleſt Queen, if e'er the magic powers 
Of warbled truth have won thy muſing hours; 
Here Poeſy, from aweful days of yore, 

Has pour'd her genuine gifts of raptur'd lore. 


Mid oaken bowers, with holy verdure wreath'd, 


In Druid-ſongs her ſolemn ſpirit breath'd : 
While cunning Bards at antient banquets ſung 
Of paynim foes defied, and trophies hung. 
Here Spenſer tun'd his myſtic minſtrelſy, 

And dreſs'd in fairy robes a Queen like Thee. 
Here, boldly mark'd with every living hue, 


Nature's unbounded portrait Shakeſpeare drew: 
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But chief, the dreadful groupe of human woes 


The daring artiſt's tragic pencil choſe; 


Explor'd the pangs that rend the royal breaſt, 
Thoſe wounds that lurk beneath the tiſſued veſt ! 
Lo! this the land, whence Milton's muſe of fire 
High ſoar'd to ſteal from heaven a ſeraph's lyre; 

And told the golden ties of wedded love 


In ſacred Eden's amaranthine grove. 


Thine too, majeſtic Bride, the favour'd clime, 
Where Science fits enſhrin'd in roofs ſublime. 
O mark, how green her wood of antient bays 
O'er Is1s' marge in many a chaplet ſtrays ! 
Thither, if haply ſome diſtinguiſh'd flower 
Of theſe mix'd blooms from that ambroſial bower, 
Might catch thy glance, and rich in Nature's hue, 
Entwine thy diadem with honour due; 


If ſeemly gifts the train of Phebus pay, 


To deck imperial Hymen's feſtive day ; 
F 
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Thither thyſelf ſhall haſte, and mildly deign 
To tread with nymph-like ſtep the conſcious plain; 
Pleas'd in the muſe's nook, with decent pride, 
To throw the ſcepter'd pall of ſtate aſide : 
Nor from the ſhade ſhall GzorGe be long away, 


That claims CHARLOTTA's love, and courts 
her ſtay. 


Theſe are Britannia's praiſes, Deign to trace 
With rapt reflection Freedom's favorite race! 


But though the generous iſle, in arts and arms, 


Thus ſtand ſupreme, in nature's choiceſt charms; 


Though G rox and Conqueſt guard her ſea-girt 
throne, 


One happier bleſſing ſtill ſhe calls her. own ; 
And, proud to cull the faireſt wreath of Fame, 
Crowns her chief honours with a CHARLOTTE's 
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ON THE BIRTH OF 


THE PRINCE OF WALES, 


WRITTEN AFTER THE INSTALLATION AT WINDSOR, 


IN THE SAME YEAR, MDCCLXIL 


Imer RIAL Dome of Edward wiſe and brave! 
Where warlike Honour's brighteſt banners wave; 
At whoſe proud Tilts, unmatch'd for hardy deeds, 
Heroic kings have frown'd on barbed ſteeds : 
Though now no more thy creſted chiefs advance 
In arm'd array, nor graſp the glittering lance ; 
Thou ghKnighthood boaſts the martial pomp no more 
That grac'd its gorgeous feſtivals of yore; 

Say, conſcious Dome, if e er thy marſhall'd knights 
So nobly deck'd their old majeſtic rites, 

As when, high thron'd amid thy trophied ſhrine, 
Groxor ſhone the leader of the garter'd line? 

F 2 
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Yet future triumphs, Windſor, ſtill remain ; 
Still may thy bowers receive as brave a train: 
For lo! to Britain and her favour'd Pair, 
Heaven's high command has ſent a ſacred Heir! 
Him the bold pattern of his patriot ſire 
Shall fill with early fame's immortal fire: 

In life's freſh ſpring, ere buds the promis'd prime, 
His thoughts ſhall mount to virtue's meed ſublime : 
The patriot fire ſhall catch, with ſure preſage, 
Each liberal omen of his opening age ; 

Then to thy courts ſhall lead, with conſcious joy, 
In ſtripling beauty's bloom, the princely boy ; 
There firmly wreathe the Braid of heavenly die, 


True valour's badge, around his tender thigh. 


Meantime, thy royal piles that riſe elate 
With many an antique tower, in maſly ſtate, 


In the young champion's muſing mind ſhall raiſe 


Vaſt images of Albion's elder days. 
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While, as around his eager glance explores 

Thy chambers, rough with war's conſtructed ſtores, 
Rude helms, and bruiſed ſhields, barbaric ſpoils 
Of antient chivalry's undaunted toils; 

Amid the duſky trappings, hung on high 

Young Edward's fable mail ſhall ſtrike his eye: 
Shall fire the youth, to crown his riper years 
With rival Creſſys, and a new Poitiers ; 

On the ſame wall, the fame triumphal baſe, 


His own victorious monuments to place. 


Nor can a fairer kindred title move 
His emulative age to glory's love 
Than Edward, laureate prince. In letter'd truth, 
Oxford, ſage mother, ſchool'd his ſtudious youth ; 
Her ſimple inſtitutes, and rigid lore, 
The royal nurſling unreluctant bore ; 


Nor ſhunn'd, at penſive eve, with loneſome pace 


The cloiſter's moonlight-chequer'd floor to trace ; 
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Nor ſcorn'd to mark the ſun, at mattins due, 


dtream through the ſtoried windows holy hue. 


And O, Young Prince, be thine his moral praiſe; 
Nor ſeek in fields of blood kis warriour bays. 
War has its charms terrific. Far and wide 
When ſtands th' embattled hoſt in banner'd pride; 
O'er the vext plain when the ſhrill clangors run, 
And the long phalanx flaſhes in the ſun ; 

When now no dangers of the deathful day 
Mar the bright ſcene, nor break the firm array; 
Full oft, too raſhly glows with fond delight 
The youthful breaſt, and aſks the future fight; 
Nor knows that Horrour's form, a ſpe&re wan, 


Stalks, yet unſcen, along the gleamy van. 


May no ſuch rage be thine: No dazzling ray 
Of ſpecious fame thy ſtedfaſt feet betray. 
Be thine domeſtic glory's radiant calm, 
Be thine the ſceptre wreath'd with many a palm : 
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Be thine the throne with peaceful emblems hung, 


The ſilver lyre to milder conqueſt ſtrung | 


Inſtead of glorious feats atchiev'd in arms, 
Bid riſing arts diſplay their mimic charms ! 
juſt to thy country's fame, in tranquil days, 
Record the paſt, and rouſe to future praiſe ; 
Before the public wn! in breathing braſs, 

Bid thy fam'd father's mighty triumphs paſs : 
Swell the broad arch with haughty Cuba's fall, 
And clothe with Minden's plain th' hiftoric hall. 


Then mourn not, Edward's Dome, thine antient 


boaſt, | 
Thy tournaments, and liſted combats loſt ! 


From Arthur's Board, no more, proud caſtle, mourn 
Adventurous Valour's gothic trophies torn ! 
Thoſe elfin charms, that held in magic night 

It's elder fame, and dimm'd it's genuine light, 


( 49 ] 
At length diſſolve in Truth's meridian ray, 
And the bright Order burſts to perfect day: 


The myſtic round, begirt with bolder peers, 


On Virtue's baſe it's reſcued glory rears : 

Sees Civil Proweſs mightier acts atchieve, 
Sees meek Humanity diſtreſs relieve; 

Adopts the Worth that bids the conflict ceaſe, 


And claims it's honours from the Chiefs of Peace. 


( Þ ] 
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Sir JOSHUA REYNOLDS's PAINTED WINDOW 


AT NEW:COLLEGE; OXFORD. 
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A H, ſtay thy treacherous hand, forbear to trace 
Thoſe faultlets forms of elegance * grace! 
Ah, ceaſe to ſpread the bright tranſparent maſs, | 
With Thin 8 pencil, o'er the ſpeaking glaſs ! | 7 
Nor ſteal, by ſtrokes of : art with truth combin' d, 
The fond Muſions of 1 my wayward mind! bo 


For long, enamour d of a barbarous age. 7 4 

A faithleſs tryant to the claſſie page; ® 

Long haye I lov'd't d to catch the imple chime 

Of minſtrel-harps, and ſpell the fabling rime ; 

To view the feſtive rites, the knightly Pla, 
That deck'd heroic Albion's elder day; 

To mark the mouldering halls of Barons bold, 

And the rough caſtle, caſt in giant mould; 
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With Gothic manners Gothic arts explore, 


And muſe on the magnificence of yore. 


But chief, emp tur d have I lov'd to roam, 

A lingering votary, the vaulted dome, 

Where the tall ſhafts, that mount in maſly pride, 
Their mingling branches ſhoot from fide to fide ; 
Where elfin ſculptors, with fantaſtic clew, 

O'er the long roof their wild embroidery drew; 
Where SUPERSTITION, with capricious hand 
In many a maze the wreathed window plann'd, 


With hues romantic ting 'd the gorgeous pane, 
To fill with holy light the wondrous fanc ; ; 


To aid the builder's model, richly rude, 
By no Vitruvian ſymmetry ſubdu' d; 
To ſuit the genius of the myſtic pile: 8 
Whilſt as around the far-retiring ile, 8 


And fretted ſhrines, with hoary trophies * 


Her dark illumination wide ſhe flung, 


1 63 1 
With new ſolemnity, the nooks profound, 
The caves of death, and the dim arches frown'd. 


From bliſs long felt unwillingly we part : 

Ah, ſpare the weakneſs of a lover's heart! 

Chaſe not the phantoms of my fairy dream, 
Phantoms that ſhrink at Reaſon's painful 2 ! 
That ſofter touch, inſidious artiſt ſtay, 


Nor to new joys my ſtruggling breaſt betray ! 


Such was a penſive band's miſtaken ſtrain.— 
But, oh, of raviſh'd pleaſures why complain ? 
No more the matchleſs {kill I call unkind 
That ſtrives to diſenchant my cheated mind. 
For when again I view thy chaſte Deſign, 
The juſt proportion, and the genuine line; 
Thoſe native pourtraitures of Attic art, 

That from the lucid ſurface ſeem to ſtart ; 
Thoſe tints, that ſteal no glories from the day 
Nor aſk the ſun to lend his ſtreaming ray : 

G 2 
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The doubtful radiance, of contending dies, 
That taintly mingle, yet diſtinctly riſe; 

Twixt light and ſhade the tranſitory ſtrife; 
The feature blooming with immortal life: 
The ſtole in caſyal foldings taught to flow, 
Not with ambitious ornaments to glow ; 

The tread majeſtic, and the 8 eye 
That lifted ſpeaks its commerce with the {ky ; 
Heaven's golden 8 ning mild 
O'er the mean cradle of the virgin's child: 
Sudden, the ſombrous imagery is fled, 
Which late my vitionary rapture fed ; 

Thy powerful hand has broke the Gothic chain, 
And brought my boſom back to truth again : 
To truth, by no pecular taſte confin'd, n 
Whoſe univerſal pattern ſtrikes mankind ; 

To truth, whoſe bold and unreſiſted aim 
Checks frail caprice, and faſhion's fickle claim ; 
To truth, whoſe Charms deception's magic quell, 


And bind coy Fancy in a ſtronger ſpell, 
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Ye brawny Prophets, that in robes ſo rich, 
At diſtance due, poſſeſs the criſped nic 
Ye Rows of Patriarchs, that ſublimely rear d 
Diffuſe a proud primeval length of beard: 5 
Ye Saints; who clad in crimſon's bright array, — 
More pride than humble poverty diſplay: * 
Ye Virgins meek, that wear the palmy crown 
of patient faith, and yet ſo fiercely fo wn: 
Ye Angels, that from clouds of gold recline, 
But boaſt no ſemblance to a race divine: 
Ye tragic Tales of legendary lore, 
That draw devotion's ready tear no more; 
Ye Martyrdoms of unenlightened days, 
Ye Miracles, that now no wonder raiſe: 
Shapes, that with one broad glare the gazer ſtrike, 
Kings, Biſhops, ** Apoſtles, all alike ! 


Ye Colours, that th' unwary fight amaze, 


And only dazzle in the noontide blaze ! 
No more the Sacred Window's round diſgrace, 
But yield to Grecian groupes the ſhining ſpace. 
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Lo, from the canvas Beauty ſhifts her throne, 


Lo, Picture's powers a new formation own , 
Behold, ſhe prints upon the cryſtal plain, 
With her own energy, th' expreſſive ſtain ! 


The mighty Maſter ſpreads his mimic toil 


More wide, nor only blends the breathing oil; 
But calls the lineaments of life compleat 
From genial alchymy's creative heat; 


| Obedient-forms to the bright fuſion gives, 


While in the warm enamel Nature lives. 


REVNOL Ps, tis thine, from the broad window's 


height, 
To add new luſtre to religious light: 
Not of its pomp to ſtrip this ancient ſhrine, 
But bid that pomp with purer radiance ſhine : 
With arts unknown before, to reconcile 
The willing Graces to the Gothic pile. 


100 "of 
g- 2 
TO SLEEP. 


ON this my penſive pillow, gentle Sleep! 
Deſcend, in all thy downy plumage dreſt: 
Wipe with thy wing theſe eyes that wake to weep, 


And place thy crown of poppies on my breaſt. 


O ſteep my ſenſes in oblivion's balm, 
And ſooth my throbbing pulſe with lenient hand; 
This tempeſt of my boiling blood becalm !— 


Deſpair grows mild at thy ſupreme command. 


Yet ah! in vain, familiar with the gloom, 
And fadly toiling through the tedious night, 
I ſeek ſweet ſlumber, while that virgin bloom, 


For ever hovering, haunts my wretched fight. 


H 


1 
Nor would the dawning day my ſorrows charm : 
Black midnight, and the blaze of noon, alike 
To me appear, while with uplifted arm 
Death ſtands prepar'd, but ſtill delays, to ſtrike. 


11 
OD. 0 
T n A M L E 1. 


WRITTEN IN WHICHWOOD FOREST. 


T HE hinds how bleſt, who ne'er beguil'd 
To quit their hamlet's hawthorn-wild ; 
Nor haunt the croud, nor tempt the main, 


For ſplendid care, and guilty gain ! 


When morning's twilight-tinctur'd beam 
Strikes their low thatch with ſlanting gleam, 
They rove abroad in ether blue, 


Jo dip the ſcythe in fragrant dew: 


The ſheaf to bind, the beech to fell 


That nodding ſhades a craggy dell. 


Midſt gloomy glades, in warbles clear, 
Wild nature's ſweeteſt notes they hear : 
H 2 
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On green untrodden banks they view 

The hyacinth's neglected hue : F 

In their lone haunts, and woodland rounds, 
They ſpy the ſquirrel's airy bounds l 

And ſtartle from her aſhen ſpray, 

Acroſs the glen, the ſcreaming jay : 

Each native charm their ſteps explore 


Of Solitude's ſequeſter'd ſtore. 


For them the moon with cloudleſs ray 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way : 
Their weary ſpirits to relieve, 

The meadows incenſe breathe at eve. 

No riot mars the ſimple fare 

That o er a glimmering hearth they ſhare ; 
But when the curfeu's meaſur'd roar 
Duly, the darkening vallies o'er, 
Has echoed from the diſtant town, 


They wiſh no beds of cygnet - down, 
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No trophied canopies, to cloſe 


Their drooping eyes in quick repoſe. 
Their little ſons, who ſpread the bloom 

Of health around the clay- built room, 

Or through the primros'd coppice ſtray, 

Or gambol in the new-mown hay ; 

Or quaintly braid the cowſlip-twine, 

Or drive afield the tardy kine ; 

Or haſten from the ſultry hill 

To Joiter at the ſhady rill 

Or climb the tall pine's gloomy creſt 


To rob the rayen's antient neſt, 


Their humble porch with honied flowers 
The curling woodbine's ſhade embowers : 
From the ſmall garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in buſy ſwarms reſound : 

Nor fell Diſeaſe, before his time, 
Haſtes to conſume life's golden prime ; 
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But when their temples long have wore 
The filver crown of treſſes hoar; 


As ſtudious ſtill calm peace to keep, 


Beneath a flowery turf they ſleep. 


1 
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WRITTEN AT VALE-ROYAL ABBY IN CHESHIRE®, 


A S evening ſlowly ſpreads his moni hoar, | 
No ruder ſounds the bounded valley fill, 

Than the faint din, From yonder ſedgy ſhore, 
Of ruſhing waters, and the murmuring mill. 


How Gras the ſcene, 3 cloiſter'd Leiſure * 
Where war- worn Edward paid his aweful row; 
And, lavidh of magniAcence, diffus 4 

His crouded ſpires o'er we! broad mountain's 's brow! 


The golden Lid. that Ger the turret ſtrown, 
Quick-glancing to the fun, wild muſic mee, 
Are refit, and every battlement 0 ergrown | 
With knotted thorns, and the tal fapling* 8 dae. 


Founded by king Edward the firſt, abtat the year 1300, in 
conſequence of a vow which he made when in danger of being 
ſhipwrecked. during his return from a cruſade. 
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The prickly thiſtle ſheds it's plumy cfeſt, 

And matted nettles ſhade the crumbling maſs, 
Where ſhone the pavement'sſurface ſmooth, impreſt 
With rich reflection of the mo glaſs. 
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Here bardy chieftains bee in proud N 
Sublimely ſhrin'd in gorgeous imagery; © 

And through the leſſening iles, in radiant rows, 
Their conſecrated banners hung on high. 

There oxen browze q and there the fable yew 
Through the dun void difplays i its baleful glooms; ; 
And ſheds in lingering drops ungenial dew, - 


O'er the forgotten graves, and ſcatter'd tombs. 


By the flow do in ſately-meaſur d chime, 
That from the maſſy tower tremendous toll d, 
No more the plowman counts the tedious time, 
Nor diſtant ſhepherd pens his twilight fold. 
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High o'er the trackleſs heath at midnight ſeen, 1 . 
No more the windows, rang d in long array, 
(Where the tall ſhaft and fretted nook between 


Thick ivy twines) the taper'd rites betray. 


Ev'n now, amid the wavering ivy-wteaths, 
(While kindred thoughts the penſive ſounds inſpire) 
When the weak breeze in many a whiſper breaths, 


I ſeem to liſten to the chanting quire.— 


As o'er theſe ſhatter'd towers intent we muſe, 
Though rear'd by Charity's capricious zeal, 
Yet can our breaſts ſoft Pity's figh refuſe, 


Or conſcious Candour's modeſt plea conceal ? 


For though the ſorcereſs, Superſtition blind, 
Amid the pomp of dreadful facrifice, 


O'er the dim roofs, to cheat the tranced mind, 


W Oft bade her viſionary gleams ariſe : 
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Though the vain hours unſocial Sloth beguil'd, 
While the ſtill cloiſter's gate Oblivion lock'd; 
And through the chambers pale, to ſlumbers mild 
Wan Indolence her drowſy cradle rock'd: 


Yet hence, enthron'd in venerable ſtate, 
Proud Hoſpitality, diſpens'd her ſtore : 


Ah, ſce, beneath yon tower's unvaulted gate, 


Forlorn ſhe fits upon the brambled floor! 


Her ponderous vaſe, with gothic pourtraiture 
Emboſs'd, no more with balmy. moiſture flows ; 
Mid the mix'd ſhards o'erwhelm'd in duſt obſcure, 
No more, as erſt, the golden goblet glows. 


Sore beat by ſtorms in Glory's arduous way, 
Here might Ambition mule, a pilgrim ſage; . 
Here raptur'd ſee, Religion's evening ray 


Gild the calm walks of his repoſing age. 
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Here antient Art her dedif fancies play'd 
In the quaint mazes of the criſped roof; 

In mellow glooms the ſpeaking pane array'd; 
And rang d the cluſter'd colammn, maſſy- proof. 


Here Learning, guarded from a batbarous age, 
Hover'd awhile, nor dar'd attempt the day; : 
But patient trac'd upon the pictur d page 
The holy legend, or heroic lay. 


Hither the ſolitary minſtrel came 
An honour'd gueſt, while the grim evening ſky 
Hung lowering, and around the ſocial flame 


| Tun'd his bold harp to tales of chivalry. 


Thus ſings the Muſe, all penſive and alone ; 
Nor ſcorns, within the deep fane's inmoſt cell, 
To pluck the grey moſs from the mantled ſtone, 
Some holy founder's mouldering name to ſpell. 
12 
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Thus ſings the Muſe: - yet partial as ſhe ſings, 
With fond regret ſurveys theſe ruin'd pile: 
And with fair images of antient things 


The captive bard's obſequious mind beguiles. 


But much we pardon to th ingenuous Muſe; 


Her fairy ſhapes are trick d by Fancy's pen: 
Severer Reaſon forms far other views, 


And ſcans the ſcene with philoſophic ken. 


From theſe deſerted domes, new glories riſe; 
More uſeful inſtitutes, adorning man, 
Manners enlarg'd, and new civilities, 


On freſh foundations build the ſocial plan, 


Science, on ampler plume, a bolder flight 
Eſſays, eſcap d from Superſtition's ſhrine : 
While freed Religion, like primeval light 
Purlng from chaos, ſpreads her warmth ride, 
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THE FIRST OF APRIL: 


\ V IT H dalliance rude young Zephyr woos 
Coy May. Full oft with kind excuſe 


The boiſterous boy the Fair denies, 


Or, with a ſcornful ſmile complies. 


Mindful of difater paſt, 
And ſhrinking at the northern blaſt, 


The ſleety ſtorm returning ſtill, 


The morning hoar, and evening chill; 


Reluctant comes the timid Spring. 


Scarce a bee, with airy ring, 

Murmurs the bloſſom'd boughs around, 
That cloath the garden's ſouthern bound: 
Scarce a ſickly ſtraggling flower 

Decks the rough caſtle's rifted tower: 
Scarce the hardy primroſe peeps 
From the dark dell's entangled ſteeps ; 


[ 62 J 

O'er the field of waving broom, 
slowly ſhoots the gelbem 

And, but by fits, the furze-clad dale 
Tinctures the tranſitory gale. 

While from the ſhrubbery' 8 naked maze, 
Where the vegetable blaze | 

Of Flora's brighteſt 'broidery ſhone, 
Every chequer'd chatm is _ ; 
Save that the lilac hangs to view 


Its burſting gems, in cluſters blue. 


Scant along the ridgy land 
The beans their new-born ranks expand: 
The freſh-turn'd ſoil with tender blades 

| Thinly the ſprauting barley ſhades : 
Fringing the foreſt's devious edge, 

Half rob'd appears the hawthorn, hedge; 

Or to the diſtant eye diſplays 


Weakly green its budding ſprays, + 
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The ſwallow, for a moment ſeen, 


Skims in haſte the village green: 


From the grey moor, on feeble wing, 


The ſcreaming plovers idly ſpring: 


The butterfly, gay- painted ſoon, 


Explores awhile the tepid noon; 
And fondly truſts its tender dies 
To fickle ſuns, and flattering ſkies. 


Fraught with a trunſient, frozen ſhower, 
If a cloud ſhould haply lower, | 
Sailing o'er the landſcape dark, 

Mute on a ſudden is the lark; 

But when gleams the ſun again 

O'er the pearl-beſprinkled plain, 

And from behind his watery. vail | 
Looks through the. thin-deſcending hail; | 
She mounts, and leſſening to the ſight, 
Salutes the blythe; return of light, 
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And high her tuneful track purſues | 
Mid the dim rainbow's ſcatter'd hues. 


Where in venerable rows 
Widely waving oaks incloſe 
The moat of yonder antique hall, 


Swarm the rooks with clamorous call; 


And to the toils of nature true, 


| Wreath their capacious neſts anew. 


Muſing through the lawny park, 


| The lonely poet loves to mark, 

| How various greens in faint degrees 

| Tinge the tall groupes of various trees ; 
While, careleſs of the changing year, 
The pine cerulean, never ſear, 
Towers diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 


And proudly vaunts her winter veſt, 


— ͥ —— 2 — — 


Within ſome whiſpering oſier iſle, 
Where GLyM's low banks neglected ſmile ; 
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And each trim meadow ſtill retains 
The wintry torrent's oozy ſtains:  ' 
Beneath a willow, long forſook, 
The fiſher ſeeks his cuſtom'd nook ; 
And burſting through the erackling ſedge 
That crowns the current's cavern'd edge, 
He ſtartles from the bordering wood * 
The baſhful wild-duck's early brood. 


O'er the broad downs, a novel race, | 
Friſk the lambs with faultering pace, 


And with eager bleatings JON 
The foſs that ſkirts the beacon'd hill. 


His free-born vigour yet unbroke 
To lordly man's uſurping yoke, 
The bounding colt forgets to play, 
Baſking beneath the noontide ray, 
And ſtretch'd among the daiſies pide 
Of a green dingle's ſloping fide : 
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While far beneath, where nature ſpreads 
Her boundleſs length of level meads, 

In looſe luxuriance taught to {tray 

A thouſand tumbling rills inlay 

With filver veins the vale, or paſs 
Redundant through the ſparkling graſs. 


Yet, in theſe preſages rude, 

Midſt her penfive ſolitude, 

Fancy, with prophetic glance, 

Sces the teeming months advance; ; 
The field, the foreſt, green and gay, 
The dappled ſlope, the tedded hay +8 


Sees the reddening orchard blow, 


The harveſt wave, the vintage flow : 


Sees June unfold his gloſſy robe 
Of thouſand hues o'er all the globe: 


Sees Ceres graſp her crown of corn, 


And Plenty load her ample horn. 
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& DE. 
SENT. TO Mz. UF TON 


ON HIS EDITION OF THE FAERIE QUEEN. 


A S oft, reclin'd on Cherwell's ſhelving ſhore, 


I trac'd romantic Spenſer's moral page; 


And ſooth'd my ſorrows with the dulcet lore 
Which Fancy fabled in her elfin age: 


Much would I grieve, that envious Time fo ſoon 
O'er the lov'd ſtrain had caſt his dim diſguiſe; *+ 
As lowering clouds, in April's brighteſt noon, 


Mar the pure ſplendours of the purple ſkies. 


Sage Upton came, from every myſtic tale 
To chaſe the gloom that hung o'er fairy ground : 
His wiſard hand unlocks each guarded vale, 
And opes each flowery foreſt's magic bound, 
K 2 


18 


Thus, never knight with mortal arms eſſayd 
The caſtle of proud Buſyrane to quell ; | 
Till Britomart her beamy ſhield diſplay'd, 

And broke with golden ſpear the mighty ſpell : 


The dauntleſs maid with hardy ſtep explor'd 
Each room, array'd in gliſtering imagery ; 
And through th' inchanted chamber, richly ſtor'd, 


Saw Cupid's ſtately maſke come ſweeping by*.— 


At this, where'er, in diſtant region ſheen, 
She roves, embower'd with many a ſpangled bough, 
Mild Una, lifting her majeſtic mien, 


Braids with a brighter wreath her radiant brow, 


At this, in hopeleſs ſorrow dropping long, 
Her painted wings Imagination plumes ; 
Pleas'd that her laureate votary's reſcued ſong 


Its native charm, and genuine grace, reſumes, 


* Sec Farny QE, iii. 2, 5, 


O 
THE SUICIDE. 


BENEATH the beech, whoſe branches bare 
Smit with the lightning's livid glare, 
O'erhang the craggy road, 
And whiſtle hollow as they wave 
Within a ſolitary grave, 
A Slayer of himſelf * holds his accurs'd abode. 


Lour'd the grim morn, in murky dies 
Damp miſts involv'd the ſcowling ſkies, 
And dimm'd the ſtruggling day ; 
As by the brook that lingering laves 
Yon ruſh-grown moor with fable waves, 
i Full of the dark reſolve he took his ſullen way. 


® The Slayer of himſelf” is uſed by Dryden for a Suicide, 


1 
I mark'd his deſultory pace, 
His geſtures ſtrange, and varying face, 


With many a mutter'd ſound; 
And ah! too late aghaſt I view'd 
The reeking blade, the hand embru'd : 


He fell, and groaning graſp'd in agony the ground. 


Full many a melancholy night 

He watch'd the ſlow return of light ; 
And bought the powers of ſleep, 

To ſpread a momentary calm 


O'er his fad couch, and in the balm 


Of bland oblivion's dews his burning eyes to ſteep. 


Full oft, unknowing and unknown, 

He wore his endleſs noons alone, 
Amid th' mum! wood: 

Oft was he wont, in haſty fit, 

Abrupt the ſocial board to quit, 


And gaze with eager glance upon the tumbling food 


WV 


Beckoning the wretch to torments new, 


DesPAIR, for ever in his view. 
A ſpectre pale, appear d; 
While, as the ſhades of eve aroſe 
And brought the day $' unwelcome cloſe, 
More horrible and huge her giant-ſhape ſhe rear d. 


* 


«0 this; miſtaken Scorn will ey. 
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Is this the youth, whoſe genius high 
« Could build the genuine rime? © 
Whoſe boſom mild the favouring Muſe 4 


Had ſtor'd with all her ample views, 


A 


. 
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Parent of faireſt deeds, and purpoſes 10 


Ah! from the Muſe that boſom mild 
By treacherqus magic was beguil d, 
To ſtrike the deathful blow :- 1 
She fill'd his ſoft | ingenuous mine 
With many ua feeling too refin'd, 


And rous'd to livelier pangs his wakeful an of woe. 
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Though doom'd hard penury to prove, 
And the ſharp ſtings of ' hopeleſs love; 
To griefs congenial prone, - 
More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While miſery's form his fancy drew #107 


In dark ideal hues, and horrours not its own. © 


Then wiſh not o'er his earthy tomb 
The baleful | night-ſhade's ls bloom . 
To drop its deadly dew: Y | 
Nor oh! forbid the twiſted PRO 
That rudely binds his turf 3 t bel 
With ſpring's green-ſwelling buds to vegetate anew, 


What though no marble- piled buſt 
Adorn his deſolated duft, | 
With (peaking ſculpture wrought? 
Pity ſhall woo the weeping Nine, 
To build a viſionary ſhrine, 
Hun g with unfading flowers, from rom ow 
brought, beet 
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What though refus'd each chanted trite Net ?? 


Here viewleſs mourners ſhall delight ECL: 
To touch the ſhadowy mel?2??: 
And Petrarch's harp, | that wept the doom 

Of Laura, loſt in early bloom, 


In many a penſive pauſe ſhall ſeem to ring his knell. 


To ſooth a lone, unhallow ed ſhade, 

This votive dirge fad Duty paid, 
Within an ivied nook : 

Sudden the half. ſunk orb of day 

More radiant ſhot its parting ray, 


: 


And thus a cherub- voĩce my charm'dattention took. 


«« Forbear, fond bard, thy partial praiſe 

& Nor thus for guilt in ſpecious lays 
„The wreath of glory twins! Cn 

% In vain with hues of gorgeous clow 


" Gay F ancy gives her veſt to flow, 


& Unleſs Truth's matron-hand the floating, folds confine. 
L 
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* Juſt heaven, man's fortitude to prove, 
“ Permits, through life at large to rove 
«© The tribes of hell-born Woe : 
Vet the ſame power that wiſely ſends 
« Life's fierceſt . indulgent lends 
« Religion's golden ſhield 10 break th' embattled foe. 


« Her aid divine had lull'd to reſt 

« Yon foul ſelf-murtherer's throbbing breaſt, 
And ſtay'd the rifing ſtorm : 

« Had bade the ſun of hope appear 

“ To gild his darken'd hemiſphere, 


& And give the wonted bloom to nature's blaſted form. 


Vain man! tis heaven's prerogative 
« To take, what firſt it deign'd to give, 
"TIF tributary breath : 
« In aweful expectation plac'd, 
« Await thy doom, nor imptous haſte 


« To pluck from God's right hand his inftruments | 
« of death.” 
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SENT TO A FRIEND, 


ON HIS LEAVING A FAVOURITE VILLAGE IN HAMPSHIRE. 


A H mourn, thou lov'd retreat! No more 
Shall claſſic ſteps thy ſcenes explore | 
When morn's pale rays: but faintly peep 
O'er yonder oak-crown'd airy ſteep, 
Who now ſhall climb its brows to view 
The length of landſcape, ever new, 
Where Summer flings, in careleſs pride, 
Her varied veſture far and wide! 
Who lde beneath, each village-charm; 
Or grange, or elm-encircled farm: 
The flinty dove-cote's crouded roof, 
Watch'd by the kite that fails aloof : 
The tufted pines, whoſe umbrage tall 
Darkens the long-deſerted hall : 
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The veteran beech, that on the plain 
Collects 1 eve the playful train: | 


The cot an ſmokes with carly fire, 


The r d fane's 1 d ſpire ! 


Who now ſhall indolently ſtray 
Through the deep foreſt's tangled way; | 
Pleas'd at his cuſtom'd taſk to find 
The well known hoary-treſſed hind, 
That toils with feeble hands to glean 
Of wither'd boughs'his- pittance mean 
Who mid thy nooks of hazle ſit, 

Loſt in ſome melancholy fit; 

And liſtening to the raven's croakc, 
The diſtant fail, the falling oak! 

Who, through the ſunſhine and the _— 
Deſcry the rainbow-painted tower? 
Who, wandering at return of May, 

Catch. the firſt cuckow's vernal lay ? 
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Who, muſing waſte the ſummer hour, 
Where high O er- arching trees embow'r 
The graſſy lane, ſo rarely pac'd, 
With azure flowrets idly grac'd 33 
Unnotic'd now, at twilight's dawn :. . 
Returning reapers croſs the lawn; 
Nor fond attention loves to note 
The weather's bell from folds remote: 
While, own'd by no. poetic eye, 
Thy penſive eyenings ſhade the {ky ! 


For lo! the Bard who rapture found 
In every rural ſight or ſound; - 
Whoſe: genius warm, and jade chaſt, 
No charm of genuine nature paſt; 
Who felt the Muſe's pureſt fires, 
Far from thy favour'd haunt retires: 
Who peopled all thy vocal bowers 
With ſhadowy ſhapes, and airy powers, 


11 


Behold, a dread repoſe reſumes, 


As erſt, thy ſad ſequeſter'd glooms ! 


From the deep dell, where ſhaggy roots 


Fringe the rough brink with wreathed ſhoots, 


Th' unwilling Genius flies forlorn, 


His primroſe chaplet rudely torn. 

With hollow ſhriek the Nymphs forſake 
The pathleſs copſe, and hedge-row brake: 
Where the delv'd mountain's headlong ſido 


Its chalky entrails opens wide, 


On the green ſummit, ambuſh'd high, 


No longer Echo loves to he. 


No pearl-crown'd Maids, with wily look, 


Rife beckoning from the reedy brook. 


| Around the glow-worm's glimmering bank, 
No Fairies, run in fiery rank ; 
| Nor bruſh, half-ſ{een, in airy tread, - 
| The violet's unprinted head. 

i | But Fancy, from the thickets brown, 


1 The glades that wear a conſcious frown, 


11 
The foreſt- Oaks, that pale and lone, 
Nod to the blaſt with hoarſer tone, N 
Rough glens, and ſullen waterfalls, 


Her bright ideal offspring calls. 


So by ſome ſage inchanter's ſpell, 
(As old Arabian fablers tell) | 5 
Amid the deny wild, 
Luxuriant gardens gaily ſmil'd : 
From ſapphire rocks the fountains ſtream d, 
With golden fruit the branches beam'd ; 
Fair forms, in every wonderous wood, 
Or lightly tripp'd, or ſolemn ſtood ; 
And oft, retreating from the view, 
Betray'd, at diſtance, beauties new: 
While gleaming o'er the criſped bowers 
Rich ſpires aroſe, and ſparkling towers. 
If bound on ſervice new to go, 


The maſter of the magic ſhow, 
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His tranſitory charm withdrew, 
Away th' illufive landſcape flew': 
Dun clouds obſcur'd the proves of gold, 


Blue lightning ſmote the blooming mold : 


In viſionary glory rear'd, 
The gorgeous caſtle diſappear'd : 


- 
\ 


And a bare heath's unfruitful plain | 
Uſurp'd the wiſard's proud domain. 


1 


O D E VIII. 

THE 
COMPLAINT of CHERWELL.* 
ALL penſive from her oſier- woven bow'r 
CHERWELL aroſe. Around her darkening edge 

Pale eve began the ſteaming miſt to pour, 

And breezes fann'd_ by fits the ruſtling ſedge: 
She roſe, and thus ſhe cried in deep deſpair, 
And tore the ruſhy wreath that bound her ſtream- 

ing hair, | | 
| = T7. 
Ah! why, ſhe cried, ſhould Is1s ſhare alone, 
The tributary gifts of tuneful fame 
Shall every ſong her happier influence own, 


And ſtamp with partial praiſe her favorite name? 


* One of the Rivers at Oxford, * 
M | - 
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While I, alike to thoſe proud domes allied, 
Nor hear the Muſe's call, nor boaſt a claſſic tide. 


III. 
No choſen ſon of all yon fabling band 
Bids my looſe locks their gloſſy length diffuſe; 
Nor ſees my coral-cin&ur'd ſtole expand 
Its folds, beſprent with Spring's unnumber'd hues: 
No. poet builds my grotto's dripping cell, 


Nor ſtuds my cryſtal throne with many a ſpeek- 
led ſhell. 


IV. 
In Is1s' vaſe if F ancy's eye diſcern 
Majeſtic towers emboſs'd in ſculpture high ; 
Lo! milder glories mark my modeſt urn, 
The ſimple ſcenes of paſtoral imagery : 
What though ſhe pace ſublime, a ſtately queen? 


Mine is the gentle grace, the meek retiring mien. 


11 


V. ö 
Proud Nymph, ſince late the Muſe thy tri 


umphs ſung, 
No more with mine thy ſcornful Naiads play, 


(While Cynthia's lamp o'er the broad vale 


is hung,) 
Where meet our ſtreams, indulging ſhort delay: 


No more, thy crown to braid, thou deign'ſt 
to take 


My creſs-born flowers that float in many a ſhady 
lake. | 


* 


U 


VI. 4 
Vain bards! can Is1s win the raptur'd ſoul, 
Where Art each wilder watery charm invades? 
Whoſe waves, in meaſur'd volumes taught to roll, 
Or ſtagnant ſleep, or ruſh in white caſcades: 
Whoſe banks with echoing induſtry reſound; 


Fenc'd by the foam-beat pier, and denen 


mound, 


| of” mas 


[ 84 ] 
VII. 


Lo! here no commerce ſpreads the fervent toil, 
To pour pollution o'er my virgin tide ; 
The freſhneſs of my paſtures to defile, 
Or de the matted groves that fringe my ſide: 
But Solitude, on this ſequeſter'd bank, 

Mid the moiſt lilies fits, attir'd in mantle dank. 


VIII, 


No ruder ſounds my grazing herds affright, 
Nor mar the milk-maid's ſolitary ſong : 

The jealous halcyon wheels her humble flight, 
And hides her emerald wing my reeds among ; 
All unalarm'd, fave when the genial May 


Bids wake my peopled ſhores, and rears the ri- 
pen'd hay, | 


IX. 


Then ſcorn no more this unfrequented ſcene ; 


| So to new notes ſhall my coy Echo ſtring 


( $$] 
Her lonely harp. Hither the brow ſerene, 
And the ſlow pace of Contemplation bring : 
Nor call in vain inſpiring Ecſtaſy 
To bid her viſions meet the frenzy-rolling eye. 


Whate'er the theme : if mania love 
Seek, all unſeen, his baſhful griefs to breathe ; 
Or Fame to bolder flights the boſom move, 
Waving aloft the glorious epic wreath ; 
Here hail the Muſes : from the buſy. throng 
Remote, where Fancy dwells, and Nature r 


the forg. 


ADVERTISEMENT, 


King Ricnard the firſt, celebrated for his achievements in 
the cruſades, was no leſs diſtinguiſhed for his patronage of the 
Provencial minſtrels; and his own compoſitions in their ſpecies 
of poetry, Returning from one of his expeditions in the holy 
land, in diſguiſe, he was impriſoned in a caſtle of Leopold 
duke of Auſtria. His favorite minſtrel, Blondel de Neſle, hav- 
ing traverſed all Germany in ſearch of his maſter, at length 
came to a caſtle in which he found there was only one priſoner, 
and whoſe name was unknown. Suſpecting that he had made 
the deſired diſcovery, he ſeated himſelf under a window of the 
priſoner's apartment; and began a ſong, or ode, which the 
king and himſelf had formerly compoſed together. When the 
priſoner, who was king Richard, heard the ſong, he knew that 
Blondel muſt be the finger : and when Blondel pauſed about 
the middle, the king began the remainder, and completed it. 
The following ode is ſuppoſed to be this joint compoſition of 
the minſtrel and king Richard. | | 
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0 D 1 
THE CRUS AD 


B OUND for holy Paleſtine, 
Nimbly we bruſh'd the level brine, 
All in azure ſteel array d; 

O'er the wave our weapons play'd, 
And made the dancing billows glow ; 
High upon the trophied prow, 


Many a warrior - minſtrel ſwung 


E. 


His founding harp, and boldly ſung : 


« Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 
* Engliſh Richard ploughs the deep! 


«© Tremble, watchmen, as y e ſpy, 


„ 


« From diſtant towers, with anxious eye, 


« The radiant range of ſhield and lance 


* Down Damaſcus” hills advance: 


© From Sion's turrets as afar 


« Ye ken the March of Europe's war! 
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Saladin, thou paynim king 


. 


* 


% From Albion's iſte revenge we bring 


*© On Acon's * ſpiry citadel, 
* Though to the gale thy banners ſwell, 
cc Picturꝰ' d with the ſilver moon; 


6 


N 


England ſhall end thy glory ſoon ! 
& Tn vain, to break our firm array, 
«© Thy brazen drums hoarſe diſcord bray : 
c Thoſe ſounds our riſing fury fan: 
« Engliſh Richard in the van. 
« On to victory we 20, 
« A vaunting infidel the foe.” 
Blondel led the tuneful band, 
And ſwept the wire with glowing hand. 


Cyprus, from her rocky mound, 
And Crete, with piny verdure crown'd, 
Far along, the ſmiling main 


Echoed the prophetic ſtrain. 


A capital.chriſtian city and fortceſs.of Syria, 
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Soon we kiſs'd the ſacred earth 


That gave a murther'd Saviour birth: 


Then with ardour freſh endu'd, 


Thus the ſolemn ſong renew d. 
« Lo, the toilſome voyage paſt, 


Heaven's favour'd hills appear at laſt ! 
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Lal 


Object of our holy vow, 


„We tread the Tyrian vallies now. 
From Carmel's almond-ſhaded ſteep 


—— — re han Sogn 


La) 


c 


A 8 


* 


* 


We feel the cheering fragrance creep: 


O'er Engaddi's ſhrubs of balm 
Waves the date-empurpled palm, 


* U 
— Down 


* 


* 


c 


See, Lebanon's aſpiring head 


c 


| * 


c 


A 


Wide his immortal umbrage ſpread ! 


Hail Calvary, thou mountain hoar, 
Wet with our Redeemer's gore! 


Ye trampled tombs, ye fanes forlorn, 


c 


La) 


6 


* 


Ve ſtones, by tears of pilgrims worn; 


6 Your raviſh'd honours to reſtore, 


A 


o 


La 


Fearleſs we climb this hoſtile ſhore ! 
N 
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* And thou, the ſepulchre of god! 
« By mocking pagans rudely trod, 
“ Bereft of every aweful rite, 
« And quench d thy lamps that beam d ſo bright; 
% For thee, from Britain's diſtant coaſt, 
Lo, Richard leads his faithful hoſt ! 
& Aloft in his heroic hand, 
« Blazing, like the beacon's brand, 

O'er the far-affrighted fields, 

Reſiſtleſs Kaliburn he wields®. 

Proud Saracen, pollute no more 
« The ſhrines by martyrs built of yore ! 
* From each wild monntin's. trackleſs crown 
« In vain, thy gloomy caſtles frown : 
« Thy battering engines, huge and high, 
« In vain our ſtcel-clad ſteeds defy ; 


* Kaliburn is the ſword of King Arthur: which, as the monkiſh hif. 
torians ſay, came into the poſſeſſion of Richard the firſt ; and was given 
by that monarch, in the cruſades, to Tancred king of Sicily, as a royal 

preſent of ineſtimable price, about the year 1190. See the following Ode, 
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« And, rolling in terrific ſtate, 
% On giant-wheels harſh thunders grate. 
When eve has huſh'd the buzzing camp, 
% Amid the moon-light vapours damp, 
60 Thy necromantic forms, in vain, | 
«« Haunt us on the tented aims 
© We bid thoſe ſpe&re-ſhapes avaunt, 
*« Aſhtaroth, and Terwagnant 15 
** With many a demon, pale of hue, 
« Doom'd to drink the bitter dew 
*© That drops from Macon's ſooty tree, 
„Mid the dread grove of ebony. Wo 

Nor magic charms, nor fiends of hell, 
| The chriſtian's holy courage quell. | 
e Salem, in antient majeſty 

Ariſe, and lift thee to the ſky! 

Soon on thy battlements divine 


Shall wave the badge of Conſtantine. 


c 


* 


70 


* 


C 


A 


* Ye Barons, to the ſun unfold 


55 
5 


* 


Our Croſs with crimſon wove and gold 
N 2 
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A DVERTISE ME N T. 


KING HENRx the ſecond, having undertaken an expedition into 
Ireland, to ſuppreſs a rebellion raiſed by Roderick king of Connaught, 
commonly called O Connor Dun, or the brown manarch of Ireland, was 
entertained, in his paſſage through Wales, with the ſongs of the Welſh 
Bards. The ſubject of their poetry was king Arthur, whoſe hiſtory had 
been ſo diſguiſed by fabulous inventions, that the place of his burial was 
in general ſcarcely known or remembered. But in one ef theſe Welſh 
poems ſung before Henry, it was recited, that king Arthur, after the 


battle of Camlan in Cornwall, was interred at Glaſtonbury abbey, before 


the high altar, yet without any external mark or memorial. Afterwards 
Henry viſited the abbey, and commanded the ſpot, deſcribed by the 
Bard, to be opened : when digging near twenty feet deep, they found 
the body, depoſited under a large ſtone, inſcribed with Arthur's name. 
This is the ground-work of the following Ode: but for the better ar- 
commodation of the ſtory to our preſent purpoſe, 'it is told with ſome 
Night variations from the Chronicle of Glaſtonbury. The caſtle of Cil- 
garran, where this diſcovery is ſuppoſed to have been made, now a ro- 


mantic ruin, ſtands on a rock deſcending to the river Teivi in Pembroke- 


ſhire: and was built by Roger Montgomery, who led the van of the 
Normans at Haſtings, 


WH 
D:..D.2 © 


Tur GRAVE or KING ARTHUR. 


STATELY the feaſt, and high the cheer : 


Girt with many an armed peer, 

And canopied with golden pall, 

Amid CILGARRAN's caſtle hall, 

Sublime in formidable ſtate, 

And warlike ſplendour, Henry ſate 3 

Prepar'd to ſtain the briny flood 

Of Shannon's lakes with rebel blood, 
Illumining the vaulted roof, 

A thouſand torches flam'd aloof : 

From maſly cups, with golden gleam 

Sparkled the red metheglin's ſtream ; 

To grace the gorgeous feſtival, 

Along the lofty-window'd hall, 

The ſtoried tapeſtry was hung: f 

With minſtrelſy the rafters rung 
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Of harps, that with reflected light 
From the proud gallery glitter-d bright: 
While gifted bards, a rival throng, 
(From diſtant Mona, nurſe of ſong, 
From Teivi, fring'd with umbrage brown, 
From Elvy's vale, and Cader's crown, 
From many a ſhaggy precipice . 
That ſhades lens hoarſe abyſs, 
And many a ſunleſs ſolitude 
Of Radnor's inmoſt mountains rude,) 
To crown the banquet's ſolemn cloſe, 
Themes of Britiſh glory choſe ; 
And to the firings of various chime 
Attemper'd thus the fabling rime. 

* O'er Cornwall's cliffs the tempeſt War d, 
High the ſereaming ſea-mew ſoar'd ; 
“On Tintaggel's * topmoſt tower | 
* Darkſom fell the ſleety ſhower ; 


* Tintaggel, or Tintadgel caſtle, where king Arthur is ſaid to have 
been born, and to have chiefly refided. Some of its huge fragments till 
remain, on a rocky peninſular cape, of a prodigious declivity towards 
the ſea, and almoſt inacceſſible from the land fide, on the ſouthern coaſts 
of Cornwall, 
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« Round the rough caſtle ſhrilly ſung 


« The whirling blaſt, and wildly flung 

« On each tall rampart's thundering fide 

« The ſurges of the tumbling tide : 

« When Arthur rang'd his red-croſs ranks 
« On conſcious Camlan's crimſon'd banks: 
b By Mordred's faithlefs guile decreed 

i Beneath a Saxon ſpear to bleed! 

Vet in vain a paynim foe 

2 Arm'd with fate the mighty blow; 
“For when he fell, an elfin queen, 

« All in fecret, and unſeen, 

* Ofer the fainting hero thew 

« Her mantle of ambroſial blue; 

And bade her ſpirits bear him far, 

In Merlin's agate-axled car, 

To her green iſle's enamel'd ſteep, 

* Far in the navel of the deep. 

* O' er his wounds ſhe ſprinkled dew 


From flowers that in Arabia grew: | 


o 0 
* 
þ 4 f# » 
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& On a rich inchanted bed, 


She pillow'd his majeſtic head j 


c 


* 


4 


* 


« Thrice ſhe wav'd an opiate wand; 
« And to ſoft muſic's airy found, 
6 Her magic curtains clos'd . 


« There, renew'd the vital ſpring, 

«& Again he reigns a mighty king; 

e And many a fair and fragrant clime, 
« Blooming in immortal prime, 


% By gales of Eden ever fann'd, 


« Owns the fnonarch's high command: 


ce Thence to Britain ſhall return, 


& (If right prophetic rolls I learn) 


« Borne on Victory's ſpreading plume, 


« His antient ſceptre to reſume ; 
* Once more, in old heroic pride, 
His barbed courſer to beſtride ; 
« His knightly table to reſtore, 


* 


e And the brave tournaments of yore.” 


4 


O'er his brow, with whiſpers bland, 


E * | 
They ceas'd : when on the tuneful ſtage 


Advanc'd a bard, of aſpect ſage; 
His filver treſſes, thin beſprent. | 
To age a-graceful reyerence lent 1 
His beard, all white as ſpangles frors 
That cloath-Plinlimmon's foreſts hoar, 
Down to his harp deſcending flow'd; 


With Time's faint roſe his features glow d; 


His eyes diffus d a ſoftem d fire, 
And thus he wWwak a the warbling wire. 

2 Liſten, Henry, to my read 
Not from. fairy realms. I lead 
Bright-rob'd Tradition, to relate 
In forged colours Arthur's fate; 
Though much of 'old.-romantic. log 
On the high theme I, keep i in ſtore: 


4 


c 


c 


c 


«© Rut boaſtful Fiction, ſhould he dumb, 7 
Where Truth the ſtrain might beſt become. 


c 


* 


« If thine ear may ſtill be won | 
With Longs of Uther's glorious ſor; 
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« Henry, Ia tale unfold, 


« Never yet in rime enroll'd, 

« Nor ſung nor harp'd in hall or bower ; 
«© Which in my youth's full early flower, 
« A minſtrel, fprung of Corniſh line, 
« Who ſpoke of kings from old Locrine, 


© Taught. me to chant, one vernal dawn, 
Peep in a cliff-encircled lawn, 

« What time the gliſtening vapours fled 

« From cloud-envelop'd Clyder's * head; 
And on its ſides the torrents gray 


0 Shone to the morning's orient ray. 

«© When Arthur bow'd his haughty ereſt, 
« No princeſs, veil'd in azure veſt, 
Snatch'd him, by Merlin's potent ſpell, 
In groves of golden bliſs to dwell; 
[| « Where, crown'd with wreaths of — 
Slaughter d 5 in glory go: 


A 


* 


5 


— in Camurronſür 
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% But when he fell, with winged ſpeed, 
« His champions, on a milk-white ſteed, - 


« From the battle's hurricane, 

© Bore him to Joſeph's towered fane, | 

* In the fair vale of Avalon : 

40 There, with capa oriſon, 

* And the long blaze of tapers clear, 

« The ſtoled 18 met the bier; 

** Through the dim yes, in order dread 
Of martial woe, the chief they led, 

« And deep intomb'd in holy ground, 

«© Before the altar's ſolemn bound. | 

« Around no duſky banners wave, 

«© No mouldering trophies mark the grave: 
. Away the ruthleſs Dane has torn 

« Each trace that Time's flow touch had worn; 
« And long, o'er the neglected ſtone, 

« Oblivion's veil its ſhade has thrown : 


+ Glaſtonbury abbey, aid to be founded by Joſeph of Arimathea ; in 
a ſpot, antiently called the iſland, or valley, of Avalonia, 
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* 
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The faded tomb, with honour due, 


c 


* 


64 


* 


Tis thine, O Henry, to renew! 
Thither, when Conqueſt has reſtor'd 


Von recreant iſle, and ſheath'd the ſword, 


N 


* When peace with palm has crown'd thy brows, 
«« Haſte thee, to pay thy pilgrim vows, | 
«© There, obfervant of my lore, 
The pavement's hallow'd depth explore ; 
And thrice a fathom underneath 

Dive into the vaults of death. 
© There ſhall thine eye, with wild amaze, 
On his gigantic ſtature gaze; 
There ſhalt thou find the monarch laid, 
„All in warrior-weeds array'd 3 
T Wearing in death his helmet- crown, 
And weapons huge of old renown, 


** Martial prince, tis thine to fave 


From dark oblivion Arthur's grave 


do may thy ſhips ſecurely ſtem 
The weſtern frith ; thy diadem 
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« Shine victorious in the van, 0 

Nor heed the flings of Ulſters clan: 

« Thy Norman pike-men win their way 

„Up the dun rocks of Harald's bay: 

«© And from the ſteeps of rough Kildare 

« Thy prancing hoofs the falcon' ſcare: 

# 80 may thy bow's'unerring yer, 

Its ſhafts in Roderick's Heart iet, 0 
Amid the pealing ſymphony 3 0 Eid! 

The ſpiced goblets manitled high ; 

With paſſions new the long impreſs'd © 


— 


* 


[1 

| | 
þ 
* 
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The liſtening king's impatient breaſt : 
Flaſh the keen lightnings from his wands 5 
He ſcorns awhile his bold empriſe; ; 


— 
18 
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Ev'n now he ſeems, with eager pace, 


The conſecrated floor to trace; 


* The bay of Dublin. Harald, or Har- lager, The Fair-haired, king 
of Norway, is ſaid, in the Life of Gryffudh ap Conan, prince of North 
Wales, to have conquered Ireland, and to have founded Dublin, 


+ Henry is ſuppoſed to have ſucceeded in this enterpiſe, chiefly by the 
uſe of the long-bow, with which the Iriſh were entirely unacquainted, 
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And ope, from its tremendous gloom, 
The treaſure of the wanderous tomb: 
Ev'n now, he burns in thought to rear, 
From its dark bed, the ponderous ſpear, 
Rough wich the gore of Pickih kings: 
Ev'n now fond hope his fancy wings, 
To poiſe the monarch's maſly blade, 

Of magic-temper'd metal made; 

And drag to day the dinted ſhield 

That felt the ſtorm of Camlan's beld. 
Ober the ſepulchre profound 

Ev'n now, with arching ſculpture crown d, 
He plans the chantry's choral Murine, 

The daily dirge, and rites divine. 
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S ON NET E 


WRITTEN AT WINSLADE IN HAMPSHIRE: 


Winſlade, thy beech- capt hills, with waving grain 
Mantled, thy chequer'd views of wood and lawn; 
Whilom could charm, or when the gradual dawn 
Gan the grey miſt with orient purple tain; 
Or Evening glimmer” d'&er the folded train: | 
Her faireſt landſkips whence my Muſe has drawn, 
Too free with ſervile courtly phraſe to fawn, 
Too weak to try the buſkin's ately ſtrain: 

Yet now no more thy ſlopes of beech and corn; 
Nor views invite, fince He far diſtant ſtrays, 
With whom I trac'd their fweets at eve and inory. 
From Albion far; to cull Heſperian bays ; 

In this alone they pleaſe; howe'er forlorn, 
That ſun they can recal thoſe happier days. 
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S ON NE T. I. 


GN: SAAT HIN G. 
When late the trees were ſtript by winter pale, 
Young Health, a dryad-maid in veſture green, 
Or like the foreſt's ſilver-quiver d queen, 
On airy uplands met the piercing gale; 
And, ere it's earlieſt echo ſhook the vale, - 
Watching the hunter's joyous horn 3 ſeen. 
But ſince, gay- thron d in fiery chariot ſheen, 
Summer has ſmote each daiſy-dappled dale; 
She to the cave retires, high-arch'd beneath | 
The fount that laves-proud-Ifis' towery brim: 
And now, all glad the temperate air to breath, 
While cooling drops diftil from arches dim, 
Pinding-her dewy locks with, ſedgy wreath, 
She ſits amid the quire of Naiads trim. 
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WRITTEN IN A BLANK” LEAF OH DUGDALE'S 


MoNASTICON. 


Deem not, devoid of elegance, the Sage, 

By Fancy's - genuine feelings unbeguil'd, 

Of painful pedantry the poring child ; + 

Who turns, of theſe proud domes, th' hiſtoric page, 
Now ſunk by Time, and Henry's fiercer rage. 
Think'ſt thou the warbling Muſes never ſmil'd 
On his lone hours ? Ingenuous views engage 

His thoughts, on themes, unclaſſic falſely ſtil'd,”' 
Intent. While cloiſter'd Piety diſplays | 
Her mouldering roll, the piercing eye explores 
New manners, and the pomp of elder days, 
Whence culls the penſive bard his-pictur'd ſtores. ' 


Nor rough, nor barren, are the winding ways 


Of hoar Antiquity, but ſtrown with flowers. 
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SONNET TI, 


WRITTEN AT STONEHENGE. 


— —— — 
— — ——— — 


| Thou nobleſt monument of Albion's iſle ! 
| Whether by Merlin's aid from Scythia's ſhore, 
To Amber's fatal plain Pendragon bore, 


Huge frame of giant-hands, the mighty pile, 
T' entomb his Britons ſlain by Hengiſt's guile “: 
Or Druid prieſts, ſprinkled with human gore, 
Taught mid thy maſſy maze their myſtic lore: 
Or Daniſh chiefs, enrich'd with ſavage ſpoil, | 
To Victorys idol vaſt, an unhewn fhrine, 
Rear'd the rude heap: or, in thy hallow'd round, 


| Repoſe the kings of Brutus' genuine line ; 


Or here thoſe kings in ſolemn ſtate were crown'd : 
Studious to trace thy wond'rous origine, 


We muſe on many an antient tale renown'd. 


one of Bardiſh traditions about Stonehenge, 
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WRITTEN AFTER SEEING WIL Tox-Housx. 


From Pembroke's princely dome, where mimic Art 
Decks with a magic hand the dazzling bow'rs, 

Its living hues where the warm pencil pours, 

And breathing forms from the rude marble ſtart, 
How to life's humbler ſcene can I depart ? 

My breaſt all glowing from thoſe gorgeous tow' 8. 
In my low cell how cheat the ſullen hours 

Vain the complaint: for Fancy can impart 

(To Fate ſuperior, and to Fortune's doom). 
Whate'er adorns the ſtately- ſtoried hall: 

She, mid the dungeon's ſolitary gloom, | 

Can dreſs the Graces in their Attic pall: 

Bid the green landſkip's vernal beauty bloom: 
And in bright trophies cloath the twilight wall. 
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S/O NNE T I 
To MR. GRAY. 


Not that her blooms are mark d with beauty's hue, 
My ruſtic Muſe her votive chaplet brings ; 
Unſeen, unheard, O Gray, to thee ſhe ſings! 
While ſlowly- pacing through the churchyard dew, 
At curfeu- time, beneath the dark-green yew, 
hy penſive genius ſtrikes the moral ſtrings; ; 

Or borne ſublime on Inſpiration' s wings, 

Hears Cambria's bards devote the dreadful clue 
Of Edwurckt race, with murthers foul defil'd : 
Can aught my pipe to reach thine ear eſſay ? 
No, bard divine! For many a care beguil'd 

By the ſweet magic of thy ſoothing lay, 

For many a raptur'd thought, and viſion wild, 


To thee: this ſtrain of gratitude I pay. 


SiO N N E' HN CYVIL 


While ſimmer-ſuns o'er the gay proſpect play'd, 
Thro' Surry's verdant ſcenes, where Epſom ſpreads 
Mid intermingling elms her flowery meads, 
And Haſcombe's kill, in towering groves 11 d, 
Rear'd its romantic ſteep, with mind ſerene 
I journied blythe. Full penſive return d "wy 
For now my breaſt with hopeleſs paſſion burn'd, 
Wet with hoar miſts appear'd the gaudy ſcene | 
Which late in careleſs indolence I paſt; 2 
And Autumn all around thoſe hues had caſt 
Where paſt delight my recent grief might trace. 
Sad change, that Nature a congenial gloom 
Should wear, when moſt; my cheerlefs mood to chaſe, 


I with'd her:? n attire, and d Wontel bloom! 
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4 
SONNET VIII. 
ON kIN G ARTHUR's: ROUND TABLE, 


Ar WINCHESTER» - 


Where Venta's Norman caſtle ſtill appears 

Its rafter'd. hall, that Ger the graſſy foſs, 

And ceatter d flinty fragments clad in moſs, 

On yonder ſteep in naked ſtate appears; 
High-hung remains, the pride of warlike years, 
Old Arthur's Board: on the capacious round: 
Some Britiſh pen has fletch'd the names reno, 


In marks obſcure, of his immortal peers. 


Though join d by magic Kkill, wich many a rime. 
The Druid frame, unhonour d, falls a prey 
To! the flow.vengeance of che wilard Time, | 
And fade the Britiſh characters away; 

Yet Spencer's page; that chants in verſe ſublime 
Thoſe Chiefs, ſhall live, unconſcious of decay. 


1989 
SONNE T IX. 


TO THE RIVER LOD ON. 


Ah! what a weary race my feet have run, 

Since firſt I trod thy banks with alders crown'd, 
And thought my way was all thro' fairy ground, 
Beneath thy azure ſky, and golden ſan : 
Where firſt my Muſe to liſp her notes begun! 
While penſive Memory traces back the round, 
Which fills the varied interval between; 
Much pleaſure, more of ſorrow, marks the ſcene. 
Sweet native ſtream! thoſe ſkies and ſuns ſo pure 
No more return, to cheer my evening road ! | | | 
Vet ſtill one joy remains, that not obſcure, | 
Nor uſeleſs, all my vacant days have flow'd, - 

From youth's gay dawn to manhood's prime mature; 
Nor with the Muſe's laurel unbeſtow'd. 

Q 
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JET 


ON A BEAUTIFUL 


| GROTTO NEAR THE WATER. 


I. 


Taz Graces ſought in yonder ſtream, 
To cool the fervid day, 
When Love's malicious godhead came, 
And ſtole their robes away. | 


II. 
Proud of the theft, the little god 
Their robes bade DEL1a wear; 
While they, aſham'd to ſtir abroad, 
Remain all naked here. 
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PLEASURES or MELANCHOLY. 


M OTHER of mufings, Contemplation ſage, 
Whoſe grotto ſtands upon the topmoſt rock 

Of Teneriff; mid the tempeſtuous night, 

On which, in calmeſt meditation held, 

Thou hear'ſt with howling winds the beating rain 
And drifting hail deſcend ; or if the ſkies 
Unclouded ſhine, and thro' the blue ſerene 

Pale Cynthia rolls her flver-axted car, 

Whence gazing ſtedfaſt on the ſpangled vault 
Raptur'd thou fit'ſt, while murmurs indiſtinct 

Of diſtant billows footh thy penſive ear | 
With hoarſe and hollow ſounds; ſecure, ſelf-bleſt, 
There oft thou liſten'ſt to the wild uproar | 
Of fleets encount'ring, that in whiſpers low 
Aſcends the rocky ſummit, where thou dwell'ſt 


Remote from man, converſing with the ſpheres l 
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O lead me, queen ſublime, to ſolemn glooms 
Congenial with my ſoul; to cheerleſs ſhades, 

To ruin'd ſeats, to twilight cells and bow'rs, 
Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to muſe, 

Her fav'rite midnight haunts. The laughing ſcenes 
Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 


Of Smiles and Graces ſeem to lead the dance 


In ſportive round, while from their hands they ſhow'r 


Ambroſial blooms and flow'rs, no longer charm; 
Ts Tempe, no more I court thy balmy breeze, 


Adicu green vales | ye broider'd meads, adieu 1 


Beneath yon' ruin'd abbey's moſs- grown piles 
Oft let me fit, at twilight hour of eve, 
Where thro' ſome weſtern window the pale moon 
Pours her long-levell'd rule of ſtreaming light; 
While ſullen ſacred ſilence reigns around, 
| Save the lone ſcreech-owl's note, who builds his bow'r 
1 Amid the mould'ring caverns dark and damp, 
'Or the calm breeze, that ruſtles in the leaves 
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Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Inveſts ſome waſted tow'r. Or let me tread 


Its neighb'ring walk of pines, where mus'd of old 
The cloyſter'd brothers : thro' the gloomy void 
That far extends beneath their ample arch 

As on 1 pace, religious horror wraps 

My ſoul in dread repoſe. But when the world 
Is clad in Midnight's raven-colour'd robe, 
Mid hollow charnel let me watch the flame 

Of taper dim, ſhedding a livid glare 

O'er the wan heaps; while airy voices talk 
Along the glimm ring walls; or ghoſtly ſhape 

At diſtance ſeen, invites with beck'ning hand 
My loneſome ſteps, thro' the far-winding vaults. 
Nor undelightful is the ſolemn noon 

Of night, when haply wakeful from my couch 
I tart: lo, all is motionleſs around! 

Roars not the ruſhing wind ; the ſons of men 
And every beaſt in mute oblivion lie; 

All nature's huſh'd in filence and in fleep. 
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O then how fearful is it to reflect, 
That thro' the till globe's awful ſolitude, 
No being wakes but me | till ſtealing fleep 
My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 
Nor then let dreams, of wanton folly born, 
My ſenſes lead thro' flow'ry paths of joy; 
But let the ſacred Genius of the night 
Such myſtic viſions ſend, as Spenſer ſaw, 
When thro' bewild'ring Fancy's magic maze, 
To the fell houſe of Buſyrane, he led 
Th' unſhaken Britomart ; or Milton knew, 
When in abſtracted thought he firſt conceiv'd 
All heav'n in tumult, and the Seraphim 


Come tow'ring, arm'd in adamant and gold. 


Let others love ſoft Summer's ev'ning ſmiles, 
As liſt'ning to the diſtant water-fall, 
They mark the bluſhes of the ſtreaky weſt ; 
I chooſe the pale December's foggy glooms. 


Then, when the ſullen ſhades of ev'ning cloſe, 
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Where thro the room a blindly-glimm'ring gleam . 
Thy dying embers ſcatter,. far remote 


From Mirth's mad ſhouts, that thro' th' illumin'd roof 


Reſound with feſtive echo, let me fit, 

Bleſt with the lowly cricket's drowſy dirge. 
Then let my thought contemplative explore 
This fleeting ſtate of things, the vain delights, 
The fruitleſs toils, that ſtill our ſearch elude, 
As thro' the wilderneſs of life we rove. | 
This ſober hour of filence will unmaſk 

Falſe Folly's ſmile, that like the dazzling _ 
Of wily Comus cheat th' unweeting eye 

With blear illuſion, and perſuade to drink 

That charmed cup, which Reaſon's mintage fair 
Unmoulds, and ſtamps the monſter on the man. 
Eager we taſte, but in the luſeious draught 
Forget the poiſonous dregs that lurk beneath. 


Few know that elegance of ſoul refin'd, 
boſe ſoft ſenſation feels a quicker joy 
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From Melancholy's ſcenes, than the dull pride 
Of taſteleſs ſplendor and magnificence 
Can cer afford. Thus Eloiſe, whoſe mind 
Had languiſh'd to the pangs of melting love, 
More genuine tranſport found, as on ſome tomb 
Reclin d, the watch'd the tapers of the dead; 
Or thro! the pillar'd ĩles, amid pale ſhrines 
Of imag'd-ſaints,. and intermingled graves, 
Mus'd a ed votareſs; than F lavia feels, 
As thro' the mazes of the feſtive ball 
Proud of her conquering charms; and beauty's blaze, 
She floats amid the filken ſons of dreſs, 
And ſhines thefairelt-oFith' Abambledb fiir: 


When azure noon-tide chears the dædal globe, 
And the bleſt regent of the golden day 
Rejoices in his bright meridian bow” r, 
How oft my wiſhes aſk the night's return, 
That beſt befriends the melancholy: mind! 
Hail, facred Night! thou too ſhalt ſhare my ſong! 
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Siſter of ebon-ſcepter'd Hecat, hail | 
Whether in congregated clouds thou wrap'ſt 
Thy viewleſs chariot, or with filver crown 
Thy beaming head encircleſt, ever hail ! 
What tho' beneath thy gloom the ſorcereſs-train, 
Far in obſcured haunt of Lapland moors, 
With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron bleſs ; 
Tho' Murder wan, beneath thy ſhrouding ſhade 
Summons her flow-ey'd vot'ries to deviſe 
Of ſecret ſlaughter, while by one blue lamp 
In hideous conf'rence fits the liſt'ning band, 
And ſtart at each low wind, or wakeful ſound : 
What tho' thy ſtay the pilgrim curſeth oft, 
As all benighted in Arabian waſtes 
He hears the wilderneſs around him howl 
With roaming monſters, while on his hoar head 
The black-deſcending tempeſt ceaſeleſs beats; 
Yet more delightful to my penfive mind 
Is thy return, than blooming morn's approach, 
Ev'n then, in youthful pride of opening May, 
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When from the portals of the ſaffron eaſt 
She ſheds freſh roſes, and ambroſial dews. 


Vet not ungrateful is the morn's approach 


When dropping wet ſhe comes, and clad in clouds, 
While thro' the damp air ſcowls the louring ſouth, 
Blackening the landſcape's face, that grove and hill 
In formleſs vapours undiſtinguiſh'd ſwim :; 

| Th' afflicted ſongſters of the ſadden'd groves 

| | Hail not the ſullen gloom ; the waving elms 

| That hoar thro' time, and rang'd in thick array, 

| Encloſe with ſtately row ſome rural hall, 

Are mute, nor echo with the clamors hoarſe 

Of rooks rejoicing on their airy boughs ; 

While to the ſhed the dripping poultry crowd, 

A mournful train: ſecure the village-hind- 

Hangs o'er the crackling blaze, nor tempts the ſtorm; 
Fix'd in th unfiniſh'd furrow reſts the plough : 
Rings not the high wood with enliven'd ſhouts 

Of early hunter: all is filence drear ; 


And deepeſt ſadneſs wraps the face of things. 
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Thro' Pope's ſoft ſong tho all the Graces breathe, 
And happieſt art adorn his Attic page ; 
Yet does my mind with ſweeter tranſport glow, 
As at the root of moſly trunk reclin'd, 
In magic SpENSER'S wildly-warbled ſong 
I ſee deſerted Una wander wide 
Thro' waſteful ſolitudes, and lurid heaths, 
Weary, forlorn; than when the * fated fair, 
Upon the boſom bright of ſilver Thames, 
Launches in all the luſtre of brocade, 
Amid the ſplendors of the laughing Sun. 
The gay deſcription palls upon the ſenſe, 
And coldly ftrikes the mind with feeble bliſs. 


Ye youths of Albion's beauty-bloomin g iſle, 
Whoſe brows have worn the wreath of luckleſs love, 
Is there a pleaſure like the penſive mood, 


Belinda. See Rape of the Lock. 
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Whoſe magic wont to ſooth your ſoften'd ſouls? 


O tell how rapturous the joy, to melt 

To Melody's aſſuaſive voice; to bend 

Th' uncertain ſtep along the midnight mead, 
And pour your ſorrows to the pitying moon, 

By many a ſlow trill from the bird of woe 

Oft interrupted ; in embow'ring woods 

By darkſome brook to muſe, and there forget 
The ſolemn dulneſs of the tedious world, oY 
While Fancy graſps the viſionary fair: 

And now no more the abſtracted ear attends 
The water's murm'ring lapſe, th' entranced eye 
Pierces no longer thro” th' extended rows 

Of thick-rang'd trees; till haply from the depth 
The woodman's ſtroke, or diſtant tinkling team, 
Or heifers ruſtling thro” the brake alarms 

Th' illuded ſenſe, and mars the golden dream. 
"Theſe are delights that abſence drear has made 


Familiar to my ſoul, e'er ſince the form 
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Of young Sapphira, beauteous as the Spring, 
When from her vi'let-woven couch awak'd 
By frolic Zephyr's hand, her tender cheek 
Graceful the lifts, and bluſhing from her bow'r 
Iflues to cloath in gladſome- gliſt' ring green 
The genial globe, firſt met my dazzled ſight: 


Theſe are delights unknown to minds profane, 
And which alone the penſive ſoul can taſte. 


The taper'd choir, at the late hour of pray'r, 
Oft let me tread, while to th' according voice 
The many- ſounding organ peals on high, 
The clear ſlow-dittied chaunt, or varied hymn, 
Till all my foul is bath'd in ecſtaſies, 

And lap'd in Paradiſe. Or let me fit 

Far in ſequeſter'd iles of the deep dome, 
There loneſome liſten to the facred ſounds, 

Which, as they len gthen thro' the Gothic vaults, 


In hollow murmurs reach my raviſh'd ear. 
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Nor when the lamps expiring yield to night, 
And ſolitude returns, would I forſake 


The ſolemn manſion, but attentive mark 


The due clock ſwinging flow with ſweepy ſway, 


Meaſuring Time's flight with momentary ſound, 


Nor let me fail to cultivate my mind 
With the ſoft thrillings of the tragic Muſe, 
Divine Melpomene, ſweet Pity's nurſe, 

Queen of the ſtately ſtep, and flowing pall. 
Now let Monimia mourn with ſtreaming eyes 


Her joys inceſtuous, and polluted love : 


Now let ſoft Juliet in the gaping tomb 


Print the laſt kiſs on her true Romeo's lips, 
His lips yet reeking from the deadly draught. 
Or Jaffeir kneel for one forgiving look. 

Nor ſeldom let the Moor on Deſdemone 

Pour the miſguided threats of jealous rage. 

By ſoft degrees the manly torrent ſteals 
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From my ſwoln eyes; and at a brother's woe 


My big heart melts in ſympathizing tears, 


| What are the ſplendors of the gaudy court, 
[ts tinſel trappings, and its pageant pomps ? 
To me far happier ſeems the baniſh'd Lord 
Amid Siberia's unrejoycing wilds | 

Who pines all loneſome, in the chambers hoar 
Of ſome high caſtle ſhut, whoſe windows dim 
In diſtant ken diſcover trackleſs plains, 

Where Winter ever whirls his icy car; 
While ſtill repeated objects of his view, 

The gloomy battlements, and ivied ſpires 

That crown the ſolitary dome, ariſe; 

While from the topmoſt turret the flow clock, 
Far heard along th' inhoſpitable waſtes, 

With fad-returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev'n he far happier ſeems than is the proud, 
The potent Satrap, whom he left behind | 


ES 


Mid Moſcow's golden palaces, to drown 


In eaſe and luxury the laughing hours. 


IIluſtrious objects ſtrike the gazer's mind 

With feeble bliſs, and but allure the fight, 

Nor rouze with impulſe quick th' unfeeling heart, 
Thus ſeen by ſhepherd from Hymettus' brow, 
What dædal landſcapes fmile ! here palmy groves, 
Reſounding once with Plato's voice, ariſe, 
Amid whoſe umbrage green her filver head 

Th' unfading olive lifts; here vine-clad hills 

Lay forth their purple ſtore, and ſunny vales 

In proſpect vaſt their level laps expand, 

Amid whoſe beauties gliſtering Athens tow'rs. 
Tho' thro' the bliſsful ſcenes Iliſſus roll 

His fage - inſpiring flood, whoſe winding marge 
The thick-wove laurel ſhades; tho' roſeate Morn 
Pour all her ſplendors on th' empurpled ſcene; 


Vet feels the hoary Hermit truer joys, 
| 3 
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As from the cliff that o'er his cavern hangs, | 
He views the piles of fall'n Perſepolis 

In deep arrangement hide the darkſome plain, 
Unbounded waſte ! the mould'ring obeliſc 
Here, like a blaſted oak, aſcends the clouds; 


Here Parian domes their vaulted halls diſcloſe 


Horrid with thorn, where lurks th' unpitying thief, 
Whence flits the twilight- loving bat at eve, 
And the deaf adder wreathes her ſpotted train, 
The dwellings once of elegance and art. 
Here temples riſe, amid whoſe hallow'd bounds 
Spires the black pine, while thro' the naked ſtreet, 
Once haunt of tradeful merchants, ſprings the graſs? 
Here columns heap'd on proſtrate columns, torn 
From their firm baſe; encreaſe the mould'ring maſs, | 
Far as the ſight can pierce, appear the ſpoils 
Of ſunk magnificence ! a blended ſcene 
Of malls fanes, arches, domes, and palaces, 
Where, with his brother Horror, Ruin fits, | 
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O come then, Melancholy, queen of thought! 


1 | 


1 


O come with ſaintly look, and ſtedfaſt ſtep, 
From forth thy cave embower'd with mournful yew, 


' 


| | Where ever to the curfeu's ſolemn ſound 

1 Liſt'ning thou fitt'ſt, and with thy cypreſs bind 
| [ Thy votary's hair, and ſeal him for thy ſon. 

| But never let Euphroſyne beguile ; 
|} | With toys of wanton mirth my fixed mind, 

k | Nor i in my path her primroſe-garland caſt. 


| Tho 'mid her train the dimpled Hebe bare 


— 
— 


j | [Her roſy boſom to th' enamour'd view; 


| Tho Venus, mother of the Smiles and Loves, 


And Bacchus, ivy-crown'd, in citron bow'r 
| With her on nectar- ſtreaming fruitage feaſt : 
| |] What tho” tis her's to calm the low'ring ſkies, 
La at her preſence mild th' embattl'd clouds 
NM Diſperſe in air, and o'er the face of heay' n 


2 day diffuſive gleam at her approach; 


ret are theſe joys that Melancholy gives, 


1 


Than all her witleſs revels happier far; 
Theſe deep- felt joys, by Contemplation taught. 


Then ever, beauteous Contemplation, hail ! 
From thee began, auſpicious maid, my ſong, 
With tha ſhall end; for thou art fairer far 
Than are the nymphs of Cirrha's moſſy grot; 
To loftier rapture thou canſt wake the thought, 
Than all the fabling Poet's boaſted pow'rs. 
Hail, queen divine! whom, as ceadition tells, : 
Once, in his ev'ning walk a Druid found, 

Far in a hollow glade of Mona's woods ; 

And piteous bore with kolpitable hand 

To the cloſe ſhelter of his oaken bow'r. 

There ſoon the ſage admiring mark'd the dawn 
Of ſolemn muſing in your penſive thought; 

For when a ſmiling babe, you lov'd to lie 

Oft deeply liſt' ning to the rapid roar 

Of wood-hung Meinai, ſtream of Druids old. 
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A PANEGYRIC o OXFORD ALE, 


Bk LL RIG. Mea nec Falernz 


Temperant vites, neque Formiani 
Pocula colles. Has, 


Bary of my cares, ſweet ſolace of my toils, 
Hail Juice benignant ! O'er the coſtly cups 

Of riot-ſtirring wine, unwholeſome draught, 
Let Pride's looſe ſons prolong the waſteful night; 
My ſober ev'ning let the aner bleſs, 
With toaſt embrown d, and fragrant nutmeg fraught, 
While the rich draught with oft-repeated whiffs 


Tobacco mild improves. Divine repaſt ! 


Where no crude ſurfeit, or intemperate joys 


Ot lawleſs Bacchus reign ; but o'er my ſoul 


A calm Letheap creeps z in drowſy trance 

Each thought ſubſides, and ſweet oblivion wraps 
My peaceful hrain, as if the leaden rod 

Of magic Morpheus o'er mine eyes had ſhed 
Its opiate influence. What tho' ſore ills 
Oppreſs, dire want of chill-diſpelling coals 
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Or cheerful candle (fave the make-weight's gleam 
Haply remaining) heart-rejoicing ALE AE 

Cheers the fad ſcene, and every want ſupplies, | 


Meantime, not mindleſs of the daily taſk 
Of Tutor ſage, upon the learned leaves 
Of deep SMIGLECIUS much I meditate ; 
While AL inſpires, and lends its. kindred aid, 
The thought-perplexing labour to purſue, 
Sweet Helicon of Logic ! But if friends 
Cogent call me from the toilſome page, 
To Pot-houſe I repair, the facred haunt, 
Where, ALE, thy votaries in full reſort, 
Hold rites nocturnal. In capacious chair 
Of monumental oak and antique monks, 
That long has ſtood the rage of conquering years - 
Inviolate, (nor in more ample chair 
Smoaks roſy Juſtice, when th' important cauſe, 
Whether of hen-rooſt, or of mirthful rape, 
In all the majeſty of paunch he tries) 
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Studious of eaſe, and provident, I place 


My gladſome limbs ; while in repeated round | 
Returns repleniſh'd the ſucceſſive cup, 

And the briſk fire conſpires to genial joy: 
While haply, to relieve the ling'ring hours 

In innocent delight, amuſive Putt 

On ſmooth joint-ſtool in emblematic play 

The vain viciflitudes of fortune ſhews. 

Nor reckoning, name tremendous, me diſturbs, 
Nor, call'd for, chills my breaſt with ſudden fear ; 
While on the wonted door, expreſſive mark, 


The frequent penny ſtands deſcrib'd to view, 


In ſnowy characters and graceful row. 


Hail, TicxiNnG! ſureſt guardian of diſtreſs ! 
| Beneath thy ſhelter, pennyleſs I quaff 
The cheerful cup, nor hear with hopeleſs heart 


New oyſters cry'd :=tho' much the Poet's friend, 


Ne'er yet attempted in poetic ſtrain, | 


qi Accept this tribute of poetic praiſe ! 


E 


Nor Proctor thrice with vocal heel alarms 


Our joys ſecure, nor deigns the lowly roof 
Of Pot-houſe ſnug to viſit : wiſer he 

The ſplendid tavern haunts, or coffee-houſe 
Of James or Juccins, where the grateful breath 
Of loath'd tobacco ne'er diffus'd its balm; 
But the lewd ſpendthrift, falſly deem'd polite, 
While ſteams around the fragrant Indian bowl, 
Oft damns the vulgar ſons of humbler ALR: 
In vain—the Proctor's voice arreſts their joys; 


Juſt fate of wanton pride and looſe exceſs! 


Nor leſs by day delightful is thy draught, 
All- pow'rful ALTE] whoſe ſorrow- ſoothing ſweets 
Oft I repeat in vacant afternoan, 
When tatter'd ſtockings aſk my mending hand 
Not unexperienced ; while the tedious toil 
dlides unregarded, Let the tender ſwain 


Each morn” regale on nerve-relaxing tea, 


Companion meet of languor-loving nymph: 
I 
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Be mine each morn with eager appetite 


And hunger undiſſembled, to repair 


Jo friendly buttery; there on ſmoaking cruſt 
And foaming AL E to banquet unreſtrained, 
Material breakfaſt! Thus in ancient days 


Our anceſtors robuſt, with liberal cups 


Uſher'd the morn, unlike the ſqueamiſh ſons 
Of modern times nor ever had the might | 
Of Britons brave decay'd, had thus they fed, 
With Britiſh ALE improving Britiſh worth. 


With Ax irriguous, undiſmay'd I hear 
The frequent dun aſcend' my lofty dome 
Importunate : whether the plaintive voice 
Of Laundreſs ſhrill awake my ſtartled ear; 
Or Barber ſpruce with ſupple look intrude ; 


Or Taylor with obſequious bow advance; 


Or Groom invade me with defying front 


And ſtern demeanour, whoſe emaciate ſteeds 
(Whene'er or Phœbus ſhone with kindlier beams, 


t 1 
Or luckier chance the borrow'd boots ſupply'd) 


Had panted oft beneath my goring ſteel. 

In vain they plead or threat: All-pow'rful AL x 
Excuſes new ſupplies, and each deſcends 

With joyleſs pace, and debt-deſpairing looks: 
E'en SPACEY with indignant brow retires, 


Fierceſt of duns ! and conquer'd quits the field. 


Why did the Gods ſuch various bleſſings pour 

On hapleſs mortals, from their grateful hands 

So ſoon the ſhort-liv'd bounty to recall? 

Thus, while improvident of future ill, 

I quaff the luſcious tankard uncontroll'd, 

And thoughtleſs riot in unlicens'd bliſs ; 

Sudden (dire fate of all things excellent !) 

Th' nnpitying Burſar's croſs-affixing hand 

Blaſts all my joys, and ſtops my glad career. 

Nor now the friendly Pot-houſe longer yields 

A ſure retreat, when night o'erſhades the ſkies ; 
T 
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Nor SHEPPARD, barbarous matron, longer gives 


The wonted truſt, and WINTER ticks no more. 


4 5 120 ADAM, exil'd from the beauteous ſcenes 
Of Eden griev'd, no more in fragrant bow'r 

On fruits divine to feaſt, freſh ſhade and vale 

No more to viſit, or vine-mantled grot; 

But, all forlorn, the dreary wilderneſs, 

And unrejoicing ſolitudes to trace: 

Thus too the matchleſs bard, whoſe lay reſounds 
The SPLENDID SHILLING'S Praiſe, in nightly gloom 
Of loneſome garret, pin'd for cheerful ALE; 
Whoſe ſteps in verſe Miltonic J purſue, 

Mean follower ; like him with honeſt love 

Of AL E divine inſpir'd, and love of ſong. 

But long may bounteous Heav'n with watchful care 
Ayert his hapleſs lot! Enough for me 

That burning with congenial flame I dar'd 

His guiding ſteps at diſtance to purſue, 


And ſing his favorite theme in kindred ſtrains. 
9 
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His country's hope, when now the blooming Heir 
Has loſt the Parent's or the Guardian's care; 

Fond to poſſeſs, yet eager to deſtroy, 

Of each vain youth, ſay, what's the darling joy? 
Of each raſh frolic what the ſource and end, 


His ſole and firſt ambition what ? to ſpend. 


Some *Squires to Gallia's cooks devoted dupes, 
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Whole manors melt in ſauce, or drown in ſoups : 


Ks 
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Another doats on fiddlers, till he ſees 
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His hills no longer crown'd with tow'ring trees; 


. ˙ ERS Z 
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Convinc'd too late that modern ſtrains can move, 
Like thoſe of ancient Greece, th' obedient grove: 


In headleſs ſtatues rich, and uſeleſs urns, 
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Marmoreo from the claflic tour returns. 
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But would ye learn, ye leiſure-loving Squires, 


How beſt ye may diſgrace your prudent ſires; 
How ſooneſt ſoar to faſhionable ſhame, 

Be ann d at once to ruin—and to fame; 

By hands of grooms ambitious to be crown 'd, 


O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground! 


What dreams of conqueſt fluſh'd Hilario's breaſt, 
| When the good Knight at laſt retir'd to reſt ! 
Behold the Youth with new-felt rapture mark 
Each pleaſing proſpect of the ſpacious park: 
That park, where beauties undiſguis'd engage, 
Thoſe beauties leſs the work of art than age; 
In fimple ſtate where genuine nature wears 
Her venerable dreſs of Cans years; 
Where all the charms of chance with order meet 
The rude, the gay, the eracefal, and the great. 
| Here aged oaks uprear their branches ha. 

And form dark groves, which Druids might adore; 
With meeting boughs, and deepening to the view, 


Here ſhoots the broad umbrageous avenue: 
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Here various trees compoſe a chequer'd ſcene, 


Glowing in gay diverſities of green: 


There the full ſtream thro' intermingling glades 


Shines a broad lake, or falls in deep caſcades. 


Nor wants there hazle copſe, or beechen lawn, 


To cheer with ſun or ſhade the bounding fawn. 


And ſee the good old ſeat, whoſe Gothic tow'rs | | 
Awful emerge from yonder tufted bow'rs ; | 
Whoſe rafter'd hall the crowding tenants fed, 

And dealt to age and want their daily bread ; | 
Where creſted Knights with peerleſs Damſels join'd, p | 
At high and ſolemn feſtivals have din'd; | 
Preſenting oft fair Virtue's ſhining talk, | 1 
In myſtic pageantries, and moral maſk. i 
But vain all ancient praiſe, or boaſt of birth, 


Vain all the palms of old heroie worth ! 


At once a bankrupt, and a proſp'rous heir, 
Hilario bets, — park, houſe, diſſolve in air. 1 
| With antique armour hung, his trophied rooms 


Deſcend to Gameſters, Proſtitutes, and Grooms. 
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= He ſees his ſteel-clad Sires, and Mothers mild, 
| Who bravely ſhook the lance, or ſweetly ſmil'd, 


All the fair ſeries of the whiſker'd race, 
| Whoſe pictur'd forms the ſtately gallery grace 
Debas'd, abus'd, the price of ill-got gold, 
= To deck ſome tavern vile, at auctions ſold. 
The pariſh wonders at the unopening door, 
The chimnies blaze, the tables groan no more. 
| Thick weeds around th' untrodden Hurts ariſe, | 
| And all the ſocial ſcene in ſilence lies. 
W Himſelf, the loſs politely to repair, 
| Turns Atheiſt, Fiddler, Highwayman, or Play'r. 
| At length, the ſcorn, the ſhame of man and God, 


Is doom'd to rub the ſteeds that once he rode. 


Ye rival youths, your golden hopes how vain, 
Your dreams of thouſands on the liſted plain! 

| Not more fantaſtic Sancho's airy courſe, 

| When madly mounted on the magic horſe *, 


„ Clavileno. Sce Don Quixote, B. ii. Chap. 41. 
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He pierc'd heav'n's opening ſpheres with dazzled eyes, 
And ſeem'd to ſoar in viſionary ſkies, 

Nor leſs, I ween, precarious is the meed, 

Of young adventurers on the Muſe's ſteed; _ 
For Poets have, like you, their deſtin'd round, 


And ours is but a race on claſſic ground. 


Long time, the child of patrimonial eaſe, 
Hippolitus had carv'd firloins in peace : 
Had quaff'd herajs, unvex'd by toil or wife, 
The mild October of a private life: 
Long liv'd with calm domeſtic conqueſts crown'd, 


| 
And kill'd his game on fafe paternal ground : | | 


And, deaf to Honour's or Ambition's call, | 
With rural ſpoils adorn'd his hoary hall. | | 


As bland he puff'd the pipe o'er weekly news 
His boſom kindles with ſublimer views. 

Lo there, thy triumphs, Taaffe, thy palms, Portmore! 
Tempt him to ſtake his lands and treaſur'd ſtore. 
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Like a new bruiſer on Broughtonic ſand, 


Amid the liſts our Hero takes his ſtand ; 


= 
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Suck d by the ſharper, to the Peer a prey, 


He rolls his eyes that © witneſs huge diſmay ;” 
When lo! the chance of one inglorious heat, 
Strips him of genial cheer, and ſnug retreat. 
How awkward now he bears diſgrace and dirt, 
Nor knows the poor's laſt refuge, to be pert !— 
The ſhiftleſs beggar bears of ills the worſt, 

At once with dulneſs and with hunger curſt. 
And feels the taſteleſs breaſt equeſtrian fires ? 
And dwells ſuch mighty rage in graver 'Squires ? 


In all attempts, but for their country, bold, 


Britain, thy consCRIPT CounsELLORS behold ; 


(For ſome, perhaps, by fortune favour'd yet, 


May gain a borough, from a lucky bet,) 
Smit with the love of the laconic boot, 
The cap, and wig ſuccinct, the ſilken ſuit, 
Mere modern Phaetons, uſurp the rein, 
And ſcour in rival race the tempting plain. 1 
See, ſide by ſide, his Jockey and Sir John 


Diſcuſs th' important point of fix to ane. 
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For oh ! the boaſted -privilege how dear, 
How great the pride, to gain a Jockey's ear 


| See, like a routed hoſt, with headlong pace, 
Thy members pour amid the mingling race 


All aſk, what crouds the tumult could produce— 


Is Bedlam, or the Commons all broke looſe ? 


Their way nor reaſon guides, nor caution checks, 


Proud on a high-bred thing to riſque their necks.— 


Thy ſages hear, amid th' admiring croud 
Adjudge the ſtakes, moſt eloquently loud: 
| With critic ſkill, o'er dubious bets prefide, »/'. 
The low diſpute, or kindle,” or decide: 
All empty wiſdom, and judicious prate, 
Of diſtanc'd horſes gravely fix the fate: 
And with paternal care unwearied watch 


O'er the nice conduct of a daring match; - 


* 


Meantime, no more the mimic patriots riſe, 


To guard Britannia's honour, warm and wiſe: 


U 
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No more in ſenates dare aſſert her laws, 
Nor pour the bold debate in Freedom's cauſe: 
Neglect the counſels of a ſinking land, 

And know no roſtrum, but New- market s ſtand. 


Is thus the band of civil Chiefs deſign d 
On England's weal to fix the pondering mind ? 
Who, while their country's rights are ſet to ale, 
Quit Europe's balance for the Jockey's ſcale. 
O ſay, when leaſt their ſapient ſchemes are croſt, 
Or when a nation, or a match is loſt ? 
Who Dams and Sires with more exactneſs trace, 
Than of their country's Kings the ſacred race ; 
Think London journies are the worſt of ills ; 
Subſcribe to articles, inſtead of bills: 
Strangers to all our annaliſts relate, 


Theirs are the memoirs of the equeſtrian ſtate: 
Who loſt to Albion's paſt and preſent views, | 
H EBER *, thy chronicles alone peruſe. 


* Author of an Hiſtorical Lier of the Running Horſes, &c. 
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Go on, brave youths, till in ſome future age, 
Whips ſhall become the ſenatorial badge; 

Till England fee her thronging ſenators 

Meet all at Weſtminſter, in boots and ſpurs; 
See the whole Houſe, with mutual frenzy mad, 
Her patriots all in leathern breeches clad ; 


Of bets, not taxes, learnedly debate, 
And guide with equal reins a ſteed or Nate, 


How would a virtuous * Houhnhym neigh diſdain, 
To fee his brethren brook the i imperious rein; 
Bear ſlavery's wanton whip, or galling goad, i 
Smoke thro' the glebe, or trace the deſtin d road. f 
And robb'd of + manhood by the murderous knife, 
Suſtain each ſordid toil of ſervile life, | 
Yet oh! what rage would touch his generous aid 
To fee his ſons of more than human kind; 


* Vid, Gutiven's travels, Voyage to the Houhnhyms. 


4 Acopy in the Hazizan Library reads non, · no. 
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A kind, with each exalted virtue bleſt, 

Each gentler feeling of the liberal breaſt, 

Afford diverſion to that monſter baſe, 

That meaneſt ſpawn of man's half-monkey race ; 
In whom pride, avarice, ignorance, conſpire, 


That hated animal, a Yahoo Squire. 


How are the TuERoNS of theſe modern days, 
Chang d from thoſe Chiefs who toil'd for Grecian hays; 
Who fir'd with genuine glory's ſacred luſt, 
Whirl'd the ſwift axle through the Pythian duſt. 


Theirs was the Piſan olive's blooming ſpray, 


Theirs was the Theban bard's recording lay. 


| What though the Grooms of Greece ne er took the odds? 
They won no bets but then they ſoar d to Gods; 


| And more an Hiero's palm, a Pindar's ode, 
Than all th' united plates of GEORGE beſtow'd, . 


\ 7 * 
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Greece ! how I kindle at thy magic name, 


3 


Feel all thy warmth, and catch the kindred flame. 
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Thy ſcenes ſublime, and awful viſions riſe, 

In ancient pride before my muſing eyes. 
Here Sparta's ſons in mute attention hang, 
While juſt Lycurgus pours the mild harkngue3 
There Xerxes' hoſts, all pale with deadly fear, 
chriak at her. fated * Hero's flaſhing ſpear. 


Here hung with many a lyre of filver ſtring, 


The laureate alleys of Iliſſus ſpring : * 


And lo, where rapt in beauty's heavenly dream 


Hoar Plato walks his oliv'd Academe.— 


Yet ah ! no more the land of arts and arms 
Delights with wiſdom, or with virtue warms. 


Lo! the ſtern Turk, with more than Vandal rage, 
Has blaſted all the wreaths of ancient age: 


No more her groves by Fancy's feet are trod, 


Each Attic grace has left the lov'd abode. 


Fall'n is fair Greece ! by Luxury's pleaſing bane 
deduc'd, ſhe drags a barbarous foreign chain. 


» LEON1IDAS. 
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Britannia, watch ! O trim thy withering bays, 
| Remember thou haſt rivall'd Grecia's praiſe, 
Great Nurſe of works divine! Yet oh!] beware 
Leſt thou the fate of Greece, my country, ſhare. 


Recall thy wonted worth with conſcious pride, 
| Thou too haſt ſeen a Solon in a Hyde; 
Haſt bade thine Edwards and thine Henries rear 
Wich Spartan fortitude the Britiſh ſpear; 
Alike has ſeen thy ſons deſerve the meed 
Or of the moral or the martial deed, 
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CASTLE BARBER's SOLILOQUY. 


WRITTEN IN THE LATE WAR. 


I Who with * ſucceſs—alas ! till * 


|! 

The war came on—have ſhay'd the Caſtle; | 
Ne i Ui 

Who by the noſe, with hand unſhaken, | 
* | | 1 

b * [| | 

The boldeſt heroes oft have taken; | 
In humble ſtrain, am doom'd to mourn + | | 
ij 

1 


My fortune chang'd, and ſtate forlorn ! 
My ſoap ſcarce ventures into froth, 
My razors ruſt in idle floth ! 


WisDoM “] to you my verſe appeals ; | 


— _ 
— — 
7 _ — — 
__ —_— ——— 


You ſhare the griefs your Barber feels : 


Scarce comes a ſtudent once a whole age, 


To ſtock your deſolated college. 
Our trade how ill an army ſuits ! 


This comes of picking up recruits, 


The Governor of Oxford Callle. 
5 F 
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Loſt is the Robber's occupation, 
No robbing thrives—but of the nation : 


For hardy necks no rope is twiſted, 


And e'en the hangman's ſelf is liſted. — 


Thy Publiſhers, O mighty Jacxson ! 


With ſcarce a ſcanty coat their backs on, 


Warning to youth no longer teach, 


Nor live upon a dying ſpeech. 
In caſſock clad; for want of breeches, 
No more the Caſtle-Chaplain preaches. 


Ohl were our troops but ſafely landed, 


And every regiment diſbanded ! 


They'd make, I truſt, a new campaign 
On Henley's hill, or Campsfield's plain: 
Deſtin'd at home, in peaceful ſtate, 


By me freſh- ſhav d, to meet their fate ! 
Regard, ye Juſtices of Peace ! 
The CAsTLE-BARBER's piteous caſe : 


- 


13 
And kindly make ſome ſnug addition, 
To better his diſtreſt condition. 2 


Not that J mean, by ſuch expreſſions, 


To ſhave your Worſhips at the ſeſſions $. 


Or would, with vain preſumption big, 
Aſpire to comb the Judge's wig :— 

Far leſs ambitious thoughts are mine, 
Far humbler hopes my views confine.— 
Then think not that J aſk amiſs 1 

My ſmall requeſt is only this, 

That I, by leave of Lz1cGn or Pan po, 


May, with the CasTLE—ſhave BocarDo, 


Thus, as at Jeſus oft I've heard, 
Rough ſervitors in Wales preferr'd, 
The Jox Es ES, Mok ANs, and Ar-Riers, 


Keep fiddles with their BENEFICES: 
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THE OXFORD NEWSMAN's VERSE; 


Fox THE YEAR 1760. 


Tn INK of the PAL Ms, my Maſters dear 
That crown this memorable year 

Come fill the glaſs, my hearts of gold, 

To BziTain's Heroes briſk and bold; 

While into rhyme I ſtrive to turn all 

The fam'd events of many a JOURNAL. 


FRANCE feeds her ſons on meagre ſoup, 
Twas hence they loſt their Guardaloup : 
What tho' they dreſs ſo fine and ja'nty ? 
They could not keep Marigalante. 

Their forts in Afric could not repel 
The thunder of undaunted Keppel: 


Brave Commodore! how we adore ye 


For giving us ſucceſs at Goree. 


1 
Ticonderoga, and Niagara, 


Make each true Briton ſing O rare a 

I truſt the taking of Crown-Point 
Has put French courage out of joint. 
Can we forget the timely check 
WOLFE gave the Scoundrels at * Quebec ?— 
That name has ſtopp'd my glad career, — 


Your faithful Newſman drops a tear !— 


But other triumphs ſtill remain, 


And rouſe to glee my rhymes again. 


On Minden's plains, ye meek Mounſeers ! 
Remember Kingſley's grenadiers. 
You vainly thought to ballarag us 
With your fine ſquadron off Cape Lagos ; 


But when Boſcawen came, + La Clue 


Sheer'd off, and look'd confounded blue. 


Before this place fell the brave Wolfe; yet with the ſatis faction 
of firſt hearing that his troops were victorious.— The other places here 
enumerated were conqueſts of the preceding year. 

+ The French Admiral. 


X 2 
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/ | Conflans *, all cowardice and puff, 
| Hop'd to demoliſh hardy Duff; 
But ſoon unlook'd-for guns o er- aw'd him, 
Hawke darted forth; and nobly claw'd him. 
And now their vaunted FORMIDABLE 


Lies captive to a Britiſh cable. 


Would you demand the glorious cauſe 
Whence Britain every trophy draws ? 
You need not puzzle long your wit ;— 


Fame, from her trumpet, anſwers—PITT. 


© 
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FoR THE YEAR 1767. 


DISMAL the news, which Saad: mile Bard 
Each circling Chriſtmas brings, —“ The times are 

hard!“ 
There was a time when Granby's grenadiers 


Trimm'd the lac'd jackets of the French Mounſeers; 


7 


Another French Admiral. 


| L 
When every week produc'd ſome lucky hit, 
And all our paragraphs were plann'd by Pitt. 
We Newſmen drank—as England's Heroes fought, 
While every victory procur'd—a pot. 
Abroad, we conquer'd France, and humbled Spain, 
At home, rich harveſts crown'd the laughing plain. 
Then ran in numbers free the Newſman's verſes, 
Blithe Were Our hearts, and full our leathern purſes. 
But now, no more the ſtream of plenty flows, 
No more new conqueſts warm the Newſman's noſe. 
Our ſhatter'd cottages admit the rain, 
Our infants ſtretch their hands for bread in vain. 
All hope is fled, our families are undone ; 
Proviſions all are carry'd up to London ; 
Our copious granaries Diſtillers thin, 
Who raiſe our bread—but do not cheapen gin. 
Th' effects of exportation ſtill we rue ;— 
I with th' Exporters were exported too! 
In every Pot-houſe is unpaid our Gs 


And generous Captain JoLLy ticks no more! 


t 

Yet ſtill in ſtore ſome happineſs remains, 

Some triumphs that may grace theſe annual trains, 
Misfortunes paſt no longer I repeat— 

GroRGE has declar'd—that we again ſhall eat. 
Sweet Willhelminy, ſpite of wind and tide, 

- Of Denmark's monarch ſhines the blooming bride : 
| She's gone ! but there's another in her ſtead, 
For of a Princeſs Charlotte's brought to bed: 
| Oh, cou'd I but have had one fingle ſup, 

One ſingle ſniff, at Charlotte's caudle- cup! 

I hear—God bleſs it—'tis a charming Girl, 

So here's her health in half a pint of Purl. 

But much I fear, this rhyme-exhauſted ſong 


Has kept you from your Chriſtmas cheer too long.— 
Our poor endeavours view with gracious eye, 


| | And bake theſe lines beneath a CHRISTMAS-PIE |! 


L 299 J 


Fox THE YEAR 1768. 


STILL ſhall the Newſman's annual rhymes 


Complain of taxes and the times ? 

Each year our CoP1Es ſhall we make on 
The price of butter, bread, and bacon ? 
Forbid it, all ye pow'rs of verſe ! 

A happier ſubject I rehearſe. 

Farewell diſtreſs, and gloomy cares 

A merrier theme my Muſe prepares. 

For lo! to ſave us, on a ſudden, 

In ſhape of porter, beef, and pudding, 
Though late, ELEcT10NEERING. comes! 
Strike up, ye trumpets, and ye drums! 

At length we change our wonted note, 

And feaſt, all winter, on a vote. 

Sure, canvaſſing was never hotter! 

But whether Harcourt, Nares, or Cotter &, 


* Candidates for the city of Oxford. 
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At this grand criſis will ſucceed, 
We Freemen have not yet Wed 
Methinks, with mirth your ſides are ſhaking, 
To hear us talk of Member-making ! 
Yet know, that we direct the ſtate ; 
On us depends the nation's fate.— 
What though ſome Doctor's caſt- off wig 
O'crſhades my pate, not worth a fig; 
My whole apparel in decay; 
My beard unſhav'd—on New-Year's day 
In me behold, (the land's Protector) 
A Freeman, Newſman, and Elector! 


Though cold, and all unſhod, my toes :— 


My breaſt for Britain's freedom glows : — 
Though turn'd, by poverty, my coat, 


It ne'er was turn'd to give a vote. 


Meantime, howe'er improv'd our fate is 
By jovial cups, each evening, gratis; 


B ee ET HOTOIATS o, —— 
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Forget not, midſt your Chriſtmas cheer, 


The cuſtoms of the coming year := — 


In anſwer to this ſhort EPISTLE, 


Your tankard ſend, to wet our whiſtle! 


Fox "THE, YEAR 1770, 


AS now petitions are in faſhion 


With the firſt patriots of the nation; 


In ſpirit high, in pocket low, 


We patriots of the Butcher-Row, ?·- 
Thus, like our Betters, aſk redreſs 


For high and mighty grievances, 


Real, tho' penn'd in rhyme, as thoſe 


Which oft our JoURNAL gives in proſe ;ﬀ» 


« Ye rural Squires, ſo plump and ſleek, 
* Who ſtudy— Jackson, once a week; 
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While now your hoſpitable board 

„ With cold ſirloin is amply ſtor'd, 

4 And old October, nutmeg'd nice, 

«. Send us a tankard and a ſlice ! 

te Ye country Parſons, ſtand our friends, 

«© While now the driving fleet deſcends | 
Give us your antiquated canes, 

6D help us through the miry lanes ; 

« Or with a ruſty grizzle wig 

© This Chriſtmas deign our pates to rig. 

* Ye noble gem'men of the Gown, 

& View not our verſes with a frown |! 
“But, in return for quick diſpatches, 

1 Invite us to your buttery-hatches ! 

© Ye too, whoſe houſes are ſo handy, 

* For coffee, tea, rum, wine, and brandy ; 
« Pride of fair Oxford's gawdy ſtreets, 

* You too our ſtrain ſubmiſſive greets! 
« Hear Horſeman, Spindlow, King, and Harper! 
6 The weather ſure was never ſharper :— 


„Keepers of noted coffee-houſes in Oxford, 
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« Matron of Matrons, MARTHA BAGGS! 
« Dram your poor Newſman clad in rags! 
« Dire miſchiefs folks above are brewing, 
« The Nation's—and the Newſman's ruin — 
« Tis your's our ſorrows to remove ; 
« And if thus generous ye prove, 
« For friends ſo good we're bound to pray 
« Till—next returns a New-year's Day!“ 


«* Giy'n at our melancholy cavern, 


The cellar of the Syuzze's-HEAD Tavern.” 


Fox TAI Year 1771, 


DELICIOUS news—a war with Spain! 
New rapture, fires our Chriſtmas ſtrain. 
Behold, to ſtrike each Briton's eyes, 

What bright victorious ſcenes ariſe ! . 

What paragraphs of Engliſh glory 

Will Maſter JAckso ſet before ye | 
1 


. e 
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The Governor of Buenos Ayres 
Shall dearly pay for his vagaries ; 
For whether Nok T, or whether CHATHAM, 
Shall rule the roaſt, we muſt have-at- em - 
Galloons—Havannah—Porto Bello,— 
Ere long, will make the nation mellow ;— 
Our late trite themes we view with ſcorn, 
Bellas the bold, and Parſon Horne: 
Nor more, through many a tedious winter, 
The triumphs of the patriot Squinter, 
The Ins and Outs, with cant eternal, 
Shall croud each column of our JOURNAL, 
After a dreary ſeaſon paſt, 
Our turn to live is come at laſt: 
Gen' rals, and Admirals, and Jews, 
Contratots* Printers, MN or News, 
All thrive by war, and line their pockets, 


And leave the works of peace to blockheads. 


But ſtay, my Muſe, this haſty fit— 


The war is not declar'd as yet: 


1 
And we, though now ſo blithe we ſing, 
May all be preſs'd to ſerve the King! 


Therefore, meantime, our MAsTERs dear, 


Produce your hoſpitable cheer :— 
While we, with much fincere delight, 
(Whether we publiſh news—or fight) 
Like England's undegenerate ſons, 
Will drink —eonfuſion to the Dows ! 
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ONEHORSE CHATR, 


Ar Blagrave's * once upon a time, 

There ſtood a PfAE TON ſublime ; 

Unſullied by the duſty road 

It's wheels with recent crimſon glow'd; 

It's ſides difplay'd a dazzling hue, 

It's harneſs tight, it's lining new : 

No ſcheme-enamour'd youth, I ween, 
Survey'd the gaily-deck'd machine, 

But fondly long'd to ſeize the reins, 

And whirl o'er Campsfield's + tempting 8 


Meantime it chanc'd, that hard at hand 
A ONE-HoksE Chats had wink it's ſtand: 
When thus our vehicle begun 


To ſneer the luckleſs Chaiſe and One. 


* Well known at Oxford for letting out carriages, 1763. 
+ In the road to Blenheim, 


1 
« How could my Maſter place me here 


Within thy vulgar atmoſphere ? 
From claſſic ground pray ſhift thy ſtation, 
Thou ſcorn of Oxford education 
Your homely make, believe me, man, 
Is quite upon the Gothic plan; 
And you, and all your clumſy kind, 
For loweſt purpoſes deſign'd : 
Fit only, with a one-ey'd mare, 
To drag, for benefit of air, 
The country parſon's pregnant wife, 
Thou friend of dull domeſtic life! 
Or, with his maid and aunt, to ſchool 
To carry Dicky on a ſtool: 
Or, haply to ſome chriſtening gay, 
A brace of godmothers convey.— 
Or, when bleſt Saturday prepares 
For London tradeſmen reſt from cares, 
Tis thine to make them happy one day, 
Companion of their genial Sunday ! 
X 
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Tis thine, o'er turnpikes newly made, 
When timely ſhow'rs the duſt have laid, 
To bear ſome alderman ſerene 

To fragrant Hampſtead's ſylvan ſcene, 
Nor higher ſcarce thy merit-riſes 

Among the poliſh'd ſons of Iſis. 

Hir'd for a ſolitary crown, 

Canſt thou to ſchemes invite the gown ? 
Go, tempt ſome prig, pretending taſte, 
With hat new cock'd, and newly lac'd, 
O'er mutton-chops, and ſcanty wine, 
At humble Dorcheſter to dine! 
Meantime remember, lifeleſs drone,! 

I ory Bucks and Bloods alone. 

And oh! whene'er the weather's friendly, 
What inn at Abingdon or Healy, 
But ſtill my vaſt importance feels, 
And gladly greets my entering wheels! 
And think, obedient to the thong, 
How yon gay ſtreet we ſmoke along: 
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While all with envious wonder view * 


The corner turn'd fo quick and true.“ 


To check an upſtart's empty pride, 
Thus ſage the OxE-HoksE CHAIR replyd. 


Pray, when the conſequence is weigh'd, 
What's all your ſpirit and parade? 
From mirth to grief what fad tranſitions, 
To broken bones and impoſitions 
Or if no bones are broke, what's N 
Your ſchemes make work for GL Ass and No URSE, 
On us pray ſpare your keen reproaches, 
From One- Horſe Chairs men riſe to Coaches; 
If calm Diſcretion's ſteadfaſt hand, 


With cautious {kill the reins command. 


From me fair Health's freſh fountain ſprings, * | | 
O'er me ſoft Snugneſs ſpreads her wings: 


And Innocence reflects her 1 [| 


To gild my calm ſequeſter'd way: 
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1 
E'en kings might quit their ſtate to ſhare 
Contentment and a One-Horſe Chair.— 
What though, o'er yonder echoing ſtreet 
Your rapid wheels reſound ſo ſweet ; 
Shall Ifis' ſons thus vainly prize 


A RATTLE of « larger ſize ?” 


BLAGRAVE, who during the diſpute, 
Stood in a corner, ſnug and mute, 
Surpriz'd, no doubt, in lofty verſe, 

To hear his Carriages converſe, 
With ſolemn face, o'er Oxford ale, 
To me diſclos'd this wonderous tale : 


I ſtrait diſpatch'd it to the Muſe, 


Who bruſh'd it up for Jackſon's news, 


And, what has oft been penn'd in proſe, 
Added this moral at the cloſe. 


* Things may be uſeful tho' obſcure; 


ce The pace that's ſlow is often ſure: 
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« When empty pageantries we prize, 
« We raiſe but duſt to blind our eyes. 


« The GOLDEN MEAN can beſt beſtow 


« Safety for unſubſtantial ſhow.” 


2 2 
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The Author confined to College. 
1745- 


Scribimus inclufi. » - - - - Pers. Sat. 1. V. 13. 
ON CE more the vernal ſun's ambroſial beams 
The fields, as with a purple robe adorn : 
Charwell, thy ſedgy banks, and gliſt'ring ſtreams 
All laugh and fing at mild approach of morn ; 
Thro' the deep groves I hear the chaunting birds, 
And thro' the clover'd vale the various-lowing herds, 
G 
p mounts the mower from his lowly thatch, 
Well pleas'd the progreſs of the ſpring to mark, 
The fragrant breath of breezes pure to catch, 
And ſtartle from her couch the early lark; 


More genuine pleaſure ſooths his tranquil breaſt, 


Than high-thron'd kings can boaſt, in eaſtern glory 
dreſt, | 


1 
The penſive poet through the green- wood ſteals 


Whence various ſcenes, and proſpects wide below, 


Or treads the willow'd marge of murmuring brook; | 
Or climbs the ſteep aſcent of airy hills; i} 
| | . 1 
There fits him down beneath a branching oak, | 

| 


Still teach his muſing mind with fancies high to glow. 
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But I nor with the day awake to bliſs, 


ek — Has 
4 — 7 
—— — — ä ——— 


(Inelegant to me fair Nature's face, 


— 


ud _ — - — 
— — * * 
— — —— — — 

wa 4 — —— . 2 * 

— wn — EW XP 3 — 

— — —ͤꝛ ¹b gee — 
* ES —— — FIX — — 

— 6 —u— 


A blank the beauty of the morning is, 
And grief and darkneſs all for light and grace;) 
Nor bright the ſun, nor green the meads appear, 


Nor colour charms mine eye nor melody mine ear. 


Me, void of elegance and manners mild, 
With leaden rod, ſtern Diſcipline rein ; 

Stiff Pedantry, of learned Pride the Child, 

My roving genius binds in Gothic chains; 


Nor can the cloiſter'd muſe expand her wing, 


Nor bid theſe twilight roofs with her gay carols ring. 


e 9 
By a Gentleman who had juſt left off his Bos. 


Ar L hail, ye CuRLs, that rang'd in reverend row, 
With ſnowy pomp my conſcious ſhoulders hide! 
That fall beneath in venerable flow, 


And crown my brows above with feathery pride ! 


High on your ſummit, Wiſdom's mimick'd air 
Sits thron'd, with Pedantry her ſolemn fire, 
And in her net of awe-diffuſing hair, 
Entangles fools, and bids the croud admire. 


O'er every lock, that floats in full diſplay, 


Sage Ignorance her gloom ſcholaſtic throws ; 
And ſtamps o'er all my viſage, once fo gay, 


Unmeaning Gravity's ſerene repoſe. 


I 


Can thus large Wigs our reverence engage? 


Have Barbers thus the pow'r to blind our eyes? 
Is ſcience thus conferr'd on every ſage, 
By Bayliſs, Blenkinſop, and lofty Wiſe ? * 


But thou, farewel, my Bos ! whoſe thin-wove thatch 
Was ſtor'd with quips and cranks, and wanton wiles, 


That love to live within the one-curl'd Scratch, 


With fun, and all the family of ſmiles. 


Safe in thy privilege, near Iſis brook, 
Whole afternoons at Wolvercote I quaff d; 
At eve my careleſs round in High- ſtreet took, 


And call'd at JoLLy's for the caſual draught. 


No more the wherry feels my ſtroke ſo true; 

At ſkittles, in a Grizzle, can I play? 
Woodſtock, farewel | and Wallingford, adieu! 
Where many a ſcheme reliev'd the lingering day. 


* Eminent peruke-makers in Oxford. 
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Such were the joys that once Hilario crown'd, 


Ere grave Preferment came my peace to rob: 
Such are the leſs ambitious pleaſures found 


Bencath the Liceat of an humble Bos. 
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FROM 
THOMAS HEARN, AnTiqQvarY, 


TO THE AUTHOR OF 


THE COMPANION TO THE OXFORD GUIDE, &c. 


arch, 
Who wont'ſt at eve to pace the long-loſt bounds 


Of loneſome Oſeney ! What malignant fiend 
Thy cloiſter-loving mind from antient lore 
Hath baſe ſeduc'd ? urg'd thy apoſtate pen 
To trench deep wounds on Antiquaries ſage, 
And drag the venerable fathers forth, 
Victims to laughter? Cruel as the mandate 
Of mitred prieſts, who Baſkett late enjoin'd 
To throw aſide the reverend letters black, 


And print faſt-prayers in modern Type At this 


Leland, and Willis, Dugdale, Tanner, Wood, 
Aa 


F RIEND of the moſs-grown ſpire and crumbling l 10 
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Illuſtrious names! with Camden, Aubrey, Lloyd, 


Scald their old cheeks with tears! For once they hop'd 
To ſeal thee for their own ! and fondly deem'd 
The Muſes, at thy call, would crowding come 


| To deck Antiquity with flowrets gay. 


But now may curſes every ſearch attend 

That ſeems inviting | May'ſt thou pore in vain 
For dubious door-ways ! May revengeful moths 
Thy ledgers eat ! May chronologic ſpouts 

| Retain no cypher legible May crypts 

| Lurk undiſcern d! Nor may'ſt thou ſpell the names 
of faints in ſtoried windows! Nor the dates 

q Of bells diſcover ! Nor the genuine ſite 

£ | Of Abbots pantries! And may Godſtowe veil, 

| Deep from thy eyes profane, her Gothic charms ! 


4 


INSCRIPTION 


OVER A CALM AND CLEAR SPRING IN. 


B LENHEIM- GARDENS. 
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HRE quench your thirſt, and mark in ME 
An emblem of true Charity; 
Who, while my bounty I beſtow, 


Am neither heard nor ſeen to flow, 
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CHAPTER XXIX. 


* 


Dec ARE, if heav'nly wiſdom bleſs thy tongue, 


When teems the MouxTAINx-GOAr with promis'd 
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young ; 
The ftated ſeaſons tell, the month explain, 
When feels the bounding HixD a mother's pain; 
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While, in th oppreſſive agonies of birth, 


Silent they bow the ſorrowing head to earth? 
Why crop their luſty ſeed the verdant food ? 


Why leave their dams to ſearch the gloomy wood ? 


Say, whence the WII p-Ass wantons o'er the plain, 
Sports uncontroul'd, unconſcious of the rein? 
"Tis his o'er ſcenes of ſolitude to roam, 


The waſte his houſe; the wilderneſs his home z 


He ſcorns the crowded city's pomp and noiſe, 


Nor heeds the driver's rod, nor hears his voice; 


| At will on ev'ry various verdure fed, 


His paſture o'er the ſhaggy cliffs is ſpread, 


Will the fierce UNIcORN obey thy call, 
| Enſlav'd to man, and patient of the ſtall ? 
18 Say, will he ſtubborn ſtoop thy yoke to bear, 
| And thro' the furrow drag the tardy ſhare ? 
| Gay, canſt thou think, O wretch EC vain belief, 
| His lib ring limbs will draw thy weighty ſheaf 
6 
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Or canſt thou tame the temper of his blood 
With faithful feet to trace the deſtin'd road ? 
Who paints the PRAcock's train with radiant eyes, 
And all the bright diverſity of dies? 
Whoſe hand the ſtately Os RIcH has ſupply d 
With glorious plumage, and her ſnowy pride? 
Thoughtleſs ſhe leaves amid the duſty way, 
Her eggs, to ripen in the genial ray 
Nor heeds, that ſome fell beaſt, who thirſts for 1 
Or the rude foot may cruſh the future brood, 


In her no love the tender offspring ſhare, 
No ſoft remembrance, no maternal care: 
For God has ſteel'd her unrelenting breaſt, 
Nor feeling ſenſe, nor inſtin& mild impreſt, 
Bade her the rapid-ruſhing ſteed deſpiſe, 
Outſtrip the rider's rage, and tow'r amidſt the ſkies. 
Didſt thou the Hoxsꝝ with ſtrength and beauty deck? 
Haſt thou in thunder cloath'd his nervous neck ? 
Will he, like groveling graſhoppers afraid, 
Start at each ſound, at ey'ry breeze diſmay d? 
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A cloud of fire his lifted noſtrils raiſe, 
And breathe a glorious terror as they blaze. 
He paws indignant, and the valley ſpurns, 
Rejoicing in his might, and for the battle burns. 
When quivers rattle, and the frequent ſpear 
Flies flaſhing, leaps his heart with languid fear ? 
Swallowing with fierce and greedy rage the ground, 
Js this,” he cries, © the trumpet's warlike ſound ?” 
Eager he ſcents the battle from afar, 
And all the mingling thunder of the war. 


Flies the fierce Hawk by thy ſupreme command, 
To ſeek ſoft climates, and a ſouthern land? 


Who bade th' aſpiring Ea6LE mount the ſky, 

And build her firm aerial neſt on high ? 

On the bare cliff, or mountain's ſhaggy ſteep, 
Her fortreſs of defence ſhe dares to keep; 

Thence darts her radiant eye's pervading ray, 
Inquiſitive to ken the diſtant prey. 

Seeks with her thirſty brood th' enfanguin'd plain, 
There bathes her beak in blood, companion of the ſlain. 


The joyful youth is ſent to college, 
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THE PROGRESS OF 
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W HEN now mature in claſſic knowledge, 


His father comes, a vicar plain, 


2 — 
— — a — — — — 
3 83 ·—— — —W — — — 
n 


At Oxford bred—in Anna's reign, 
And thus, in form of humble ſuitor, 
Bowing accoſts a reverend tutor.. 

cc Sir, Im a Glo'ſterſhire divine, 

« And this my eldeſt ſon of nine; 
" My wite's ambition and my own 


Was that this child ſhould wear a gown + 


* 


I'll warrant that his good behaviour 


% 


* 


Will juſtify your future favour z W 


* 


* 


And for his parts, to tell the truth, 


c 
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My ſon's a very forward youth; 


( 184 ] 


« Has Horace all by heart—you'd wonder 


& And mouths out Homer's Greek like thunder. 
&« If you'd examine—and admit him, 

“ A ſcholarſhip would nicely fit him: 

© That he ſucceeds tis ten to one; 


ce Your vote and intereſt, Sir !'—"Tis done. 


Our pupil's hopes, tho' twice defeated, 
Are with a ſcholarſhip compleated : 
A ſcholarſhip but half maintains, 
And college rules are heavy chains : 
In garret dark he ſmokes and puns, 
A prey to diſcipline and duns; 
And now intent on new deſigns, 


Sighs for a fellowſhip—and fines, 


When nine full tedious winters paſt, 
That utmoſt wiſh is crown'd at laſt : 
But the rich prize no ſooner got, 


Again he quarrels with his lot: 


E | 
« Theſe fellowſhips are pretty things, 
« We live indeed like petty kings: | 
* But who can bear to waſte his whole age 
Amid the dulneſs of a college, | 
* Debarr'd the common joys of life, 
And that prime bliſs—a loving wife 
« O! what's a table richly ſpread 
Without a woman at it's head! 
Would ſome. inug benefice but fall, 
Ye feaſts, ye dinners ! farewell all! 
« To offices I'd bid adieu, 
« Of Dean, Vice Præſ.—of Burſar too; 


* 
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Come joys, that rural quiet yields, 
“ Come, tythes, and houſe, and fruitful fields!“ 


Too fond of freedom and of eaſe 
A Patron' s vanity to pleaſe, 
Long time he watches, and by ſtealth, 
Each frail Incumbent's doubtful health; 
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At length and in his fortieth year, 

A living drops two hundred clear ! 

With breaſt elate beyond-expreſſion, 

He hurries down to take poſſeſſion, 

With rapture views the ſweet retreat— 

* What a convenient houſe | how neat! 

« For fuel here's ſufficient wood ; 

% Pray God the cellars may be good 

* The garden—that muſt be.new plann'd— 
« Shall theſe old-faſhion'd yew-trees ſtand ? 
"y O'er yonder vacant plot ſhall riſe 

The flow'ry ſhrub of thouſand dies ;— + 

“ Yon wall, that feels the ſouthern ray, 

* Shall bluſh with ruddy fruitage gay: 

c While thick beneath its aſpect warm 

* Or well-rang'd hives the bees ſhall ſwarm, 
« From which, ere long, of golden gleam 
* Metheglin's luſcious juice ſhall ſtream : 
This awkward hut, o'ergrown with ivy, 


* Well alter to a modern privy : 
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« Up yon green ſlope, of hazels trim, 
« An avenue ſo cool and dim, 


Shall to an arbour, 'at the end, 


— 


* 


4 


In ſpite of gout, entice a friend. 
« My predeceſſor lov'd devotion— 


* 


« But of a garden had no notion.” 
Continuing this fantaſtic farce on, 
He now commences country parſon, 
To make his character entire, 

He weds—a Couſin of the Squire; 
Not over weighty in the purſe, 

But many Doctors have done worſe: 
And tho' ſhe boaſts no charms divine, 


Yet ſhe can carve and make birch wine, 


Thus fixt, content he faps his barrel, 
Exhorts his neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his Church-wardens have diſcerning 
Both in good liquor and good learning; | 
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With tythes his barns replete he ſees, 


And chuckles o'er his ſurplice fees; 
Studies to find out latent dues, 

And regulates the ſtate of pews ; 

Rides a ſleek mare with purple houſing, 
To ſhare the monthly clubs carouſing ; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells, 
And—but on Sundays—hears no bells; 
Sends preſents of his choiceſt fruit, 

And prunes himſelf each fapleſs ſhoot ; 
Plants collifow'rs, and boaſts to rear 
The earlieſt melons of the year; 
Thinks alteration charming work 1s, 
Keeps Bantam cocks, and feeds his turkies ; 


Builds in his cople a fav'rite bench, 


And ſtores the pond with carp and tench.— 


But ah ! too ſoon his thoughtleſs breaſt 


By cares domeſtic is oppreſt; 


1 
And a third Butcher's bill, and brewing, 


Threaten inevitable ruin: 


For children freſh expences yet, 
And Dicky now for ſchool is fit. 
« Why did I ſell my college life 


« (He cries) for benefice and wife? 


5 Return, ye days! when endleſs pleaſure 
« I found in reading, or in leiſure ! 


« When calm around the common room 


« I puff d my daily pipe's perfume ! 

* Rode for a ſtomach, and inſpected, 

« At annual bottlings, corks ſelected: 

& And din'd untax'd, untroubled, under 
The portrait of our pious Founder 
When impoſitions were ſupply'd 

« To light my pipe—or ſooth my pride— 
No cares were then for forward peas 

« A yearly-longing wife to pleaſe ; 

My thoughts no chriſt 'ning dinners croſt, 
« No children cry'd for butter'd toaſt ; 


190 


And ev'ry night I * to bed, 


Without a Modus in my head!“ 


Oh! trifling head, and fickle heart! 
Chagrin'd at whatſoe'er thou art ; 

A dupe to follies yet untry'd, 

And ſick of pleaſures, ſcarce . 
Each prize poſſeſs' d, thy tranſport ceaſes, 
And in purſuit alone it pleaſes, 


PN OG 
on 


OLD WINCHESTER PLAYHOUSE, 


| 


OVER THE BUTCHERS SHAMBLES. 


Wu OE ER our ſtage examines, mult excuſe 
The wond'rous ſhifts of the dramatic Muſe ; 

T hen kindly liſten, while the Prologue rambles 
From wit to beef, from Shakeſpeare to the ſhambleal 
Divided only by one fight of ſtairs, | 
The Monarch ſwaggers, and the Butcher ſwears ! : 
Quick the tranſition when the curtain drops, 
From meck Monimia's moans to mutton-chops |! 
While for Lothario's loſs Lavinia cries, 

Old Women ſcold, and Dealers d—n your eyes! 
Here Juliet liſtens to the gentle lark, | 

There 1 harſh chorus hungry bull-dogs bark. 
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Cleavers and ſeymitars give blow for blow, 


And Heroes bleed above, and Sheep below 
While tragic thunders ſhake the pit and box, 
Rebellows to the roar the ſtaggering OX. 
Cow-horns and trumpets mix their martial tones, 
Kidnies and Kings, mouthing and marrow-bones. 
Suet and ſighs, blank verſe and blood abound, 
And form a tragi-comedy around. 
With weeping lovers, dying calves complain, 
Confuſion reigns—chaos is come again 
Hither your ſteelyards, Butchers, bring, to weigh - 
The pound of fleſh, Anthonio's bond muſt pay ! 
Hither your knives, ye Chriſtians, clad in blue, 
Bring to be whetted by the ruthleſs Jew ! 


Hard is our lot, who, ſeldom doom'd to eat, 
Caſt a ſheep's- eye on this forbidden meat 
Gaze on ſirloins, which ah! we cannot carve, 
And in the midſt of legs of mutton—ſtarve ! - 
But would you to our hqufe in crouds repair, | 


Ye gen'rous Captains, and ye blooming Pair, 


193 1 
The fate of Tantalus we ſhould not fear, 
Nor pine for a repaſt that is ſo near. 


Monarchs no more would ſupperleſs remain, 


Nor pregnant Queens ſor cutlets long in vain. 
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FROM THEOCRITUS, IDYLL. xx. 


J. 
| As late I ſtrove LuciLLa's lip to kiſs, 
She with diſcurteſee reprov d my will; 
Doſt thou, ſhe ſaid, affect ſo pleaſant bliſs, 
A ſimple ſhepherd, and a loſell vile? 
Not Fancy's hand ſhould join my courtly lip 
To thine, as 1 myſelf were faſt aſleep. 
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II. 
As thus ſhe ſpake, full proud and boaſting laſle, 
And as a peacocke pearke, in dalliance 
She bragly turned her ungentle face, 
And all diſdaining ey'd my ſhape aſkaunce : 
But I did bluſh, with gricf and ſhame yblent, 


Like morning-roſe with hoary dewe beſprent. 
III. 
Tell me, my fellows all, am I not fair ? 
Has fell enchantreſs blaſted all my charms ? 


Whilom mine head was fleek with trefled hayre, 


My laughing eyne did ſhoot out love's alarms : 


Rien karE did deemen me the faireſt ſwain, 


When erſt I won this girdle on the plain. 
| IV. 
My lip with vermil was embelliſhed, 


I My bagpipes notes loud and delicious were, 

| | The milk- white lilly, and the roſe ſo red, 

| | Did on my face depeinten lively cheere, 

| | My voice as ſoote as mounting larke did ſhrill, 


| | My look was blythe : as Mare! RET's at the mill, 


. 
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But ſhe forſooth, more fair * Maper or KATE, 
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A dainty maid, did deign not ſhepherd's love; 
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Nor wiſt what THENOT told us ſwains of late; 

That VENus ſought a ſhepherd in a grove ; 

Nor that a heav'nly God who PuogBus hight, 

To tend his flock with ſhepherds did delight, | 
VI. 

Ah ! 'tis that Venus with accurſt deſpight, 
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That all my dolour, and my ſhame has made f 
Nor does remembrance of her own delight, 


For me one drop of pity ſweet perſuade ? 
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Aye hence the glowing rapture may ſhe miſs, 
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Like me be ſcorn'd, nor ever taſte a kiſs 
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[ APPROACH OF SUMMER, 


Te dea, te fugiunt venti, te nubila cœli, 


Adventumque tuum; tibi ſuaveis dedala tellus 
Submittit flores; tibi rident æquora ponti; 
Placatumgue nitet diffuſo lumine cœlum. 


LUCRETIUS, 


| H ENCE, iron-ſcepter'd WINTER, haſte 
| To bleak Siberian waſte ! 
Haſte to thy polar ſolitude ; 


Mid cataracts of ice, 


Whoſe torrents dumb are ſtretch'd in fragments rude, 


1 From many an airy precipice, 


| Where, eyer beat by ſleety ſhow'rs, 

| | Thy gloomy Gothic caſtle tow'rs ; 
Amid whoſe howling iles and halls, 
Where no gay ſunbeam paints the walls, 
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On ebon throne thou lov'ſt to ſhroud 


Thy brows in many a murky cloud. 


E'en now, before the vernal heat, 
Sullen I fee thy train retreat: Fo 
Thy ruthleſs hoſt ſtern Eurvus guides, 
That on a ravenous tiger rides, 
Dim-figur'd on whoſe robe are ſhewn 
Shipwrecks, and villages o'erthrown : 
Grim Aus TER, dropping all with dew, 


In mantle clad of watchet hue : 
And Corp, like Zemblan ſayage ſeen, 
Still threatening with his arrows keen; 


And next, in furry coat emboſt 
With icicles, his brother FROs r. 


WixTes farewell! thy foreſts hoar, 
Thy frozen floods delight no more ; 
Farewell the fields, ſo bare amd Wild! 
But come thou roſe-cheek'd cherub mild, 
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Sweeteſt SUMMER |! haſte thee here, 


Once more to crown the gladden'd year, 


Thee APRIL blithe, as long of yore, 


Bermudas' lawns he frolick'd o'er, . 

With muſkie nectar- trickling wing, 

(In the new world's firſt dawning ſpring,) 
To gather balm of choiceſt dews, 
And patterns fair of various hues, 

With which to paint in changeful die, 
The youthful earth's embroidery ; 

To cull the eſſence of rich ſmells 

In which to dip his new-born bells ; 
Thee, as he ſkim'd with pinions fleet, 


He found an infant, ſmiling ſweet ; 


Where a tall citron's ſhade imbrown'd 


The ſoft lap of the fragrant ground. 


There on an amaranthine bed, 


Thee with rare nectarine fruits he fed; 


Till ſoon beneath his forming care, 
You bloonrd-a goddeſs debonnair ; 


1 
And then he gave the bleſſed iſle 
Aye to be ſway' d beneath thy ſmile: 


There plac'd thy green and graſſy ſhrine, 
With myrtle bower'd and jeſſamine: 

And to thy care the taſk aflign'd 

With quickening hand, and nurture kind, 


His roſeate infant-births to rear, 


Till Autumn's mellowing reign appear. 


Haſte thee, nymph ! and hand in hand, 
With thee lead a buxom band; 


Bring fantaſtic-footed Joy, 
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With Sport that yellow-treſſed boy. 


— 


Leiſure, that through the balmy ſky, 
Chaſes a crimſon butterfly. 

Bring Health that loves in early dawn 
To meet the milk-maid on the lawn ; 
Bring Pleaſure, rural nymph, and Peace, 
Meek, cottage-loving ſhepherdeſs ! 
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And that ſweet ſtripling, Zephyr, bring, 


Light, and for ever on the wing. 


Bring the dear Muſe, that loves to lean 
On river-margins, moſſy green. 


But who is ſhe, that bears thy train, 


Pacing light the velvet plain ? 

The pale pink binds her auburn hair, 

Her treſſes flow with paſtoral air; 

"Tis May, the Grace confeſt ſhe ſtands 
By branch of hawthofn in her hende: 


Lo! near her trip the lightſome Dews, 
Their wings all ting'd in iris-hues ;, 


With whom the pow'rs of Flora play, 


And paint with panſies all the way. 


Oft when thy ſeaſon, ſweeteſt Queen, 


Has dreſt the groves in liv'ry green ; 
When in each fair and fertile field 
Beauty begins her bow'r to build ; 


t 5 J 
While Evening, vell'd in ſhadows brown; 
Puts her matron-mantle on, 
And miſts in ſpreading ſteams convey 
More freſh the fames of new-ſhorn hay; 
Then, Goddeſs, guide my pilgrim feet” 
Contemplation hoar to meet, 


As flow he winds in muſeful mood, 


Near the ruſh'd marge of CurkwrIi“s flood ; 


Or o'er old Avox's magic edge, 
Whence Shakeſpeare cull'd the ſpiky ſedge, 
All playful yet, in years unripe, 

To frame a ſhrill and ſimple pipe. 
There thro' the duſk but dimly ſeen, 
Sweet ev'ning objects intervene : 

His wattled cotes the ſhepherd plants, 
Beneath her elm the milk-maid chants; 
'The woodman, ſpeeding home, awhile | 
Reſts him at a ſhady tile. : 
N or wants there fragrance to dif] periſe | 
Refreſhment o'er my ſoothed ſenſe ; 2 
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N or tangled woodbines balmy bloom, 
Nor graſs beſprent to breathe perfume: 
Nor lurking wild-thyme's ſpicy ſweet | 
To bathe in Jew my roving feet : 

Nor wants there note of Philomel, 
Nor ſound of diſtant-tinkling bell : 
Nor lowings faint of herds remote, 
Nor maſtiff's bark from boſom'd cot: 
Ruſtle the breezes lightly borne 

Or deep embattel'd ears of corn : 
Round ancient elm, with humming noiſe, 
Full loud the chafter-ſwarms rejoice. 
Meantime, a thouſand dies inveſt 

The ruby chambers of the Weſt 
That all aflant the village tow'r 

A mild reflected radiance pour, 

While, with the level-ſtreaming rays 
Far ſeen its arched windows blaze: 
And the tall grove's green top is dight 


In ruſſet tints, and gleams of light: 


1 FF. 
So that the gay ſcene by degrees 
Bathes my blithe heart in extaſies; 
And Fancy to my raviſh'd fight” 
Pourtrays her kindred viſions bright. 
At length the parting light ſubdues 


My ſoften'd ſoul to calmer views, 


And fainter ſhapes of penſive joy, 

As twilight Jaws: my mind employ, 
Till from the path I fondly ſtray 

In muſings lapt, nor heed the way; 
Wandering thro” the landſcape {till, 
Till Melancholy has her fill; - 
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And on each moſs-wove border damp, , 
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The glow-worm hangs his fairy lamp. 
| But when the Sun, at noon-tide hour, 


Sits throned in his higheſt tow'r; 
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Me, heart-rejoicing Goddeſs, lead 
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To the tann'd hay- cock in the mead: 
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Fo mix in rural mood among . 


| The nymphs and ſwains, a buſy throng ; 
1 Or, as the tepid odours breathe, 

l | The ruſſet piles to lean beneath: 

There as my liſtleſs limbs are thrown 
On couch more ſoft than palace down 
T liſten to the buſy ſound 
Of mich and toil that hyms arqund ; 
And ſee the team ſhrill-tinkling paſs, 
Alternate o'er the furrow'd graſs, 


But ever, after ſummer-ſhow'r, 
When the bright ſun's returning pow'r, 
With laughing beam has chas'd the ſtorm, 
And chear'd reviving Nature's form ; 


By ſweet-hrier hedges, bath'd in dew, 


Let me my wholeſome path purſue ; 

There iſſuing forth the frequent ſnail, 

Wears the dank way with ſlimy trail, 
* 
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While as I walk, from pearled buſh, 


— 


The ſunny- ſparkling drop 1 bruſh; 
And all the landſcape fair I yiew 

Clad in robe of freſherthue: 

And fo loud the black-bird ſings, 

That far and near the valley rings, 

From ſhelter deep of ſhaggy rock 

The ſhepherd drives his joyful flock ; 
From bowering beech the mower blithe 
With new-born yigour graſps the {cythe ; 
White o'er the ſmooth unbounded meads 
His laſt faint gleam the painbow ſpreads, 


But ever againſt reſtleſs heat, 
Bear me to the rock-arch'd ſeat, 
O'er whote dim mouth an ivy'd oak 
Hangs nodding from the low-brow'd rock ; 


Haunted by that chaſte nymph alone, 


Whoſe waters cleaye the ſmoothed ſtone ; 
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Which, as they guſh avon the ITY 
Still ſcatter miſty dews around: | 

A ruſtic, wild, groteſque alcove, 

Its fide with mantling woodbines wove ; 
Cool as the cave where Clio dwells, 


Whence Helicon's freſh fountain wells ; 


Or noon-tide grot where Sylvan ſleeps 


In hoar Lyczum's piny ſteeps, 
Me, Goddeſs, in forth cavern lay, 

While all without'is ſcorch'd in day ; 

Sore ſighs the weary ſwain, beneath 

His with'ring hawthorn on the heath ; 

The drooping hedger withes eve, 

In vain, of labour ſhort reprieve |! 

Meantime, on Afric's glowing ſands 

Smote with keon heat, the trav'ler ſtands : 

Low ſinks his heart, while round his eye 


Meaſures the ſcenes that boundleſs lie, 
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Ne'er yet by foot of mortal worn, 


* 


Where Thirſt, wan pilgrim, walks forlorn. 
How does he wiſh ſome cooling wave 

To flake his lips, or limbs to lave ! 

And thinks, in every whiſper low, 


He hears a burſting fountain flow. 


Or bear me to yon antique wood, 
Dim temple of ſage Solitude 5 
There within a nook moſt dark, 
Where none my muſin g mood may mark; 
Let me in many a whiſper'd rite 
The Genius old af Greece nvite, 
With that fair wreath my brows to bind, 
Which for his choſen imps he twin'd, 
Well nurtur'd in Pierian lore, 
On clear Ilifus laureate ſhore— 
Till high on waving neſt reclin'd, 


The raven wakes my tranced mind | 
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Or to the foreſt-fringed vale, 
Where widow'd turtles love to wail, 
Where cowllips clad in mantle meek, 
Nod their tall heads to breezes weak: 
In the midſt, with ſedges grey 
Crown'd, a ſcant riv'let winds its way, 
And trembling thro' the weedy wreaths, 
Around an o0zy freſhneſs breathes. 
O'er the ſolitary green, 
Nor cot, nor loitering hind is ſeen ; 
Nor aught alarms the mute repoſe, 
Save that by fits an heifer lows : | 
A ſcene might tempt ſome peaceful Sage 
To rear him a lone hermitage ; 
Fit place his penſive eld might chuſe 


On virtueꝰs holy lore to muſe. - 


Yet ſtill the ſultry noon t' appeaſe 


Some more romantic ſcene might pleaſe ; - 


* 
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Or fairy bank, or magic lawn, 

By Spenſer's laviſh pencil drawn. 

Or bow'r in Vallambroſa's ſhade, 

By. legendary pens pourtray d. 

Haſte let me ſhroud from painful light, 
On that hoar hill's acrial height, 


In ſolemn ſtate, where waving wide, 


Thick pines with darkening umbrage hide 


The rugged vaults, and riven tow'rs 

Of that proud caſtle's painted bow rs, 
Whence HARDYKNUTSE, a baron bold, 5 
In Scotland's martial days of old, 
Deſcended from the ſtately feaſt, 
Begirt with many a warrior gueſt, 
To quell the pride of Norway's king, 


As thro' the caverns dim I wind, ay 
Might I that holy legend find, 

By fairies ſpelt in myſtic rhymes, 

To teach enquiring later times, 
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What open force, or ſecret guile, 
Daſh'd into duſt the ſolemn pile. 


But when mild Morn in ſaffron ſtole _ 
Firſt iſſues from her eaſtern goal, 


Let not my due feet fail to climb 


Some breezy. ſummit's brow ſublime, 


Whence Nature's univerſal face, 


Illumin'd ſmiles with new-born grace; 
The miſty ſtreams that wind below, 
With filver-ſparkling luſtre glow ; 
The groves and caſtled cliffs appear 
Inveſted all in radiance clear ; _ 
bo] every village charm beneath! 


The ſmoke that mounts in azure wreath !- 


O beauteous, rural interchan ge 
The ſimple ſpire, and elmy grange |! 
ConTENT, indulging bliſsful hours, 
| Whiſtles o'er the fragrant flow'rs, 


- 
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And cattle rouz d to paſture new, 
Shake jocund from their ſides the dew. 


Tis thou, alone, O SUMMER mild, 
Canſt bid me carol wood- notes wild: 
Whene'er I view thy genial ſcenes ; 

Thy waving woods, embroider'd greens z 
What fires within my boſom wake, 
How glows my ani the reed to take 
What charms like thine the muſe can call, 
With whom 'tis youth and laughter all ; 
With whom each field's a paradiſe, 
And all the globe a bow'r of blis ! 
With thee converſing, all the day, 

I meditate my lightſome lay. 

Theſe pedant cloiſters let me leave, 

To breathe my votive ſong at eve. 

In valleys where mild whiſpers uſe ; 

Of ſhade and ſtream, to court the mule ; 
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While wind ring o'er the brook's dim * | 
I hear the ſtock-dove's dying dirge. 


But when life's buſier ſcene is ofer, 
And Age ſhall give the treſſes hoar, 


I'd fly ſoft Luxury's marble dome, 
And make an humble thatch my home, 
Which ſloping hills around encloſe, 


Where many a beech and brown oak grows; 


Beneath whoſe dark and branching bow'rs 
It's tides a far-fam'd river pours : 
By Nature's beauties taught to pleaſe, 
| Sweet Tuſculane of rural eaſe | 
Still grot of Peace ! in lowly ſhed 
Who loves to reſt her gentle head, 
For not the ſcenes of Attic art 
Can comfort care, or ſooth the heart : 
Nor burning cheek, nor wakeful eye, 
For gold, and Tyrian purple fly. 
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Thither, kind Heav'n, in pity lent, + 
Send me a little, and content ; 
The faithful friend, and chearful night, 
The ſocial ſcene of dear delight ; 
The conſcience pure, the temper gay, 
The muſing eve, and idle day. Es 
Give me beneath cool ſhades to lit, 
Rapt with the charms of claſſic wit: 
To catch the bold heroic flame, 
That built immortal Græcia's fame. 
Nor let me fail, mennakne; to raiſe 
The ſolemn ſong to Britain's praiſe : 
To ſpurn the ſhepherd's ſimple reeds - 
And paint heroic ancient deeds: 
To chant fam'd ArTaHuR's magic tale, 
And EDWARp, ſtern in fable mail. 
Or wand'ring BxuTvs' lawleſs doom, 


Or brave Box pvc, ſcourge of Rome. 


. 
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O ever to ſweet Poeſy, 


Let me live true votary ! 

She ſhall lead me by the hand, 

Queen of ſweet ſmiles,. and ſolace bland ! 
She from her precious ſtores ſhall ſhed 
Ambroſial flow'rets o'er my head 

She, from my tender youthful cheek, 


Can wipe, with lenient finger meek, 


The ſecret and unpitied tear, 
Which till T drop in darkneſs drear. 


— 


She ſhall be my blooming bride, 


With her, as years ſucceſſive glide, | 
I'll hold divineſt dalliance, 


Far ever held in holy trance. 
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Digue ſacerdotes caſti, dum vita manebat 3 
Ruque fit vates, & Phebo digna locuti ; 


| Inventas aut qui vitam excoluere per artes; 


Quique ſui memores- alios ferere merendo; 


VIRGIL, 


Omnibus his wm = = my — 


1 
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W HERE ſhall the Muſe, tw on — | 
the ſacred ſhell, | 


Of men in arts and arms renown d, 


1 he ſolemn ſtrain delights to ſwell; 

Oh! where ſhall Clio chuſe a race, 
Whom Fame with every laurel, every grace, 
Like thoſe of Albion's envied ide; has crown'd? - 

Daughter and miſtreſs of the ſea, 

t All-honour'd Albion hail 1  ' 
Where'er thy Commerce ſpreads the ſwelling fail, 
 Ne'er ſhall ſhe find a land like thee, 

So brave, ſo learned, and ſo free; : 


All-honour'd Albion hail ! 
5 8 
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3 
| Recit, But in this princely land of all that's good and 
| great, 
Would Clio ſeek the moſt diſtinguiſh'd ſeat, 
Moſt bleſt, where all is ſo ſublimely bleſt, 
That with ſuperior grace o'erlooks the reſt, 
Like a rich gem in circling gold enſhrin'd; 
fir J. Where Ifis' waters wind | 
Along the ſweeteſt ſhore, : 
That ever felt fair Culture's hands, 
Or Spring's embroider'd mantle wore, 
Lo! where majeſtic OxrorD ſtands ; 
Chorus. Virtue's awful throne ! 
Wiſdom's immortal ſource ! 
Recit, Thee well her beſt belov'd'may boaſting Albion 
Own, | 
Whenceeach fair purpoſe oſ in genuous praiſe, 
All that in thought or deed divine is deem'd, 
In one unbounded tide, one unremitted courſe, 


From age to age has ſtill ſucceſſive ſtream'd; 
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Where Learning and where Liberty have nurſt, | | 
For thoſe that in their ranks have ſhone the firſt, II. 


Their moſt luxuriant growth of ever-blooming bays. 
3 
In ancient days, when She, the 5 Queen 
endu'd 
With more than female fortitude, 
Bonduca led her painted ranks to fight; 


Recitative 


Accomp. 


Oft times, in adamantine arms array'd, 


Pallas deſcended from the realms of light, 


Imperial Britonefle ! thy kindred aid. 

As once, all-glowing from the well-fou ght day, 
The Goddeſs fought a cooling ſtream, 

By chance, inviting with their glaſſy gleam, 

Fair Iſis' waters flow'd not far away. 

Eager ſhe view'd the wave, 

| On the cool bank ſhe bar'd her breaſt, 

ro the ſoft gale her locks ambroſial gave; 
And thus the watry nymph addreſt. ö 


F fa 
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Hir 1. © Hear, gentle nymph, whoe'er thou art, 


Recit. 


e Thy ſweet refreſhing ſtores impart : 
« A goddeſs from thy moſſy brink 
e Aſks of thy cryſtal ſtream to drink: 
e Lo! Pallas aſks the friendly gift; 


« Thy coral-crowned treſſes lift, 


* Riſe from the Wave, propitious pow'r, 
« O liſten from thy pearly bow'r.” 
eh 
Her accents Iſis calm attention caught, 
As loneſome, in her ſecret cell, 
In ever-varying hues, as mimic fancy taught, 
She rang'd the many- tinctur'd ſhell : 


Then from her work aroſe the Nais mild; 


ir. She roſe, and ſweetly ſmil'd 


With many a lovely look, 
That whiſper'd ſoft conſent : 


Recit. She mil d, and gave the goddeſs in her flood 


To dip her caſque, tho' dy'd in recent blood; 
While Pallas, as the boon ſhe took, 


BM oe; 
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Thus pour'd the grateful ſentiment. 
« For this, thy flood the faireſt name ir I. 
« Of all Britannia's ſtreams ſhall glide, 


« Beſt fay'rite of the ſons of fame, 


« Of every tuneful breaſt the pride: 


c 


* 


For on thy borders, bounteous queen, 
«© Where now the cowlſlip paints the ___ 
% With unregarded grace, 
« Her wanton herds where nature feeds, | 
« As loneſome o'er the breezy reeds 
« She bends her ſilent 858. 3 
« Lo! there, to wiſdom's Goddeſs dear, 
“A far-ſam'd City ſhall her turrets rear, 
There all her force ſhall Pallas prove; Rect, 


« Of claſſic leaf with every crown, 

& Each olive, meed of old renown, 

« Each. ancient wreath, 1 Athens 
wove, 


« I'll bid her e bow'rs abound; 


[ 2221 
ce And Oxford's facred ſeats ſhall tow'r 
To thee, mild Nais of the flood, 
The trophy of my gratitude ! 
« The temple of my pow'r [” 
V. | 
Recit Nor was the pious promiſe vain ; 
Soon illuſtrious Alfred came, 
And pitch d fair Wiſdom's tent on Tfis' plenteous plain. 
Alfred, on thee ſhall all the __ wait, 
1 0 Alfred, majeſtic name, 
Of all our praiſe the ſpring ! 
Thee all thy ſons ſhall ſing, 
Deck'd with the martial and the civic wreath: 
In notes moſt awful ſhall the trumpet breath 
To thee, GreaT RomMuLvusof Learning's richeſt ſtate. 
| VE 
Recit, Nor Alfred's bounteous hand alone, 


Oxford, thy riſing temples own : 


Soon many a ſage munificent, 
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The prince, the prelate, laurel-crowned croud, 


\ 


Their ample bounty lent 
To build the beauteous monument, 
That Pallas vow'd. 
And now ſhe lifts her head ſublime, 


Majeſtic in the moſs of time 3 


Recit. 
Accomp. 


Nor wants there Græcia's better part, 
Mid the proud piles of ancient art, 
Whoſe fretted ſpires, with ruder hand, 
Wainflet and Wickham bravely plan'd ; 
Nor decent Doric to diſpenſe 

New charms mid old magnificence ; 
And here and there ſoft Corinth weaves 


Her dedal coronet of leaves; 


Duet. While, as with rival pride their tow'rs invade 


the ſky, 


Radcliffe and Bodley ſeem to vie, 


Which ſhall deſerve the foremoſt place, 


Or Gothic ſtrength, or Attic grace. 
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VII. 
Recit O II.! ever will I chant thy praiſe : 
Not that thy ſons have ſtruck the golden lyre 
With hands moſt ſkilful ; have their brows 
entwin'd 
With every faireſt flower of Helicon, 
The ſweeteſt ſwans of all th' harmonious 
choir ; 
And bade the muſing mind 
Of every ſcience pierce the pathleſs ways, 
And from the reſt the wreath of wiſdom won 
Air Vl. But that thy ſons have dard to feel 
For Freedom's cauſe a ſacred zeal; 
With Britiſh breaſt, and patriot pride, 
Have till Corruption's cup defy'd; 
In dangerous days untaught to fear, 
Have held the name of honour dear. 
VIII. 
Recit. But chief on this illuſtrious day, 


The Muſe her loudeſt Pæans loves to pay. 


| tas 
Erewhile ſhe ſtrove with accents weak 
In vain to build the lofty rhyme ; 


At length, by better days of bounty cheer'd, 


She dares unfold her wing. | 
Hail hour of tranſport moſt ſublime! Air Vl. | 1 
In which, the man rever'd, | | 
Immortal CREW commands to ſing, | | 
And gives the pipe to breathe, the ſtring to ſpeak. || | 
| Ix | I 
Bleſt prelate, hail ! Chorus, || f 
Moſt pious patron, moſt triumphant theme | | | 
From whoſe auſpicious hand l | 
On Ifis' tow'rs new beauties beam, 10 
New praiſe her NUR SING FATHERS gain; | li 
Immortal CREW ! ll 
Bleſt prelate hail ! Ill} 

E'en now fir'd fancy ſees thee lead Recir, li 


To Fame's high-ſeated fane 
The ſhouting band! 
O'er every hallowed head 
Gs 
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Fame's choiceſt wreaths ſhe ſees thee ſpread : 


Alfred ſuperior ſmiles the ſolemn ſcene to view ; 


Air VIII. And bids the Goddeſs lift 
| Her loudeſt trumpet to proclaim, 
O CREW, thy conſecrated gift, 


And echo with his own in ſocial trains thy name. 


[Chorus repeated, 
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5 1 E AR to Jove, a genial ille, 

© Crowns the broad Atlantic wave; 
* The ſeaſons there in mild aſſemblage ſmile, 
And vernal bloſſoms clothe the fruitful prime: 


« There, in many a fragrant cave, 


« Dwell the Spirits of the brave, = 
P 110 
And braid with amaranth their brows ſublime.” Wt 


| W! | ö 

2 . 1 4 

So feign'd the Grecian bards, of yore; 10 

And veil'd in Fable's fancy- woven veſt i 

A viſionary ſhore, 1 Il 

WHITE 
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That faintly gleam'd on their prophetic eye it | 

Through the dark volume of futurity : 10 
| 


| 
Nor knew that in the bright attire they dreſt 


* The Author being Poet Laureate, 


Albion, the green-hair'd heroine of the Weſt; 
| | 11 
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Ere yet ſhe claim'd old Ocean's high command, 


And ſnatch'd the trident from the Tyrant's hand. 
II. 


Vainly flow'd the myſtic rhyme ? ' 
Mark the deeds from age to age, 
That fill her trophy-pictur'd page: 
And ſee, with all its ſtrength, untam'd by time, 
Still glows her valour's veteran rage, 
O'er Calpe's cliffs, and ſteepy tow'rs, 
When ftream'd the red ſulphureous ſhowers, 
And Death's own hand the dread artillery threw ; 
While far along the midnight main 
Its glaring arch the flaming volley drew: 
How triumph'd Eliott's patient train, 
Baffling their vain confederate foes! - 
And met the unwonted fight's terrific form ; 
And hurling back the burning war, aroſe 
Superior to the fiery ſtorm ! | 
5 


1 9 ] 
Is there an ocean, that forgets to roll 
Beneath the torpid pole ? 
Nor to the tempeſt heaves? 
Her hardy keel the ſtubborn billow cleaves. 
The rugged Neptune of the wintry bring 
In vain his adamantine breaſt- plate wears: 
To ſearch coy Nature's guarded mine, 
She burſts the barriers of th' indignant ice; 
O'er ſunleſs bays the beam of Science bears: 


And rouzing far around the polar fleep, 96171 


Where Drake's bold enſigns fear'd to ſweep, 


She ſees new nations flock to ſome fell ſacriſice. 


She ſpeeds, at George's ſage command, 
Society from deep to deep, 
And zone to zone the binds; 
From ſhore to ſhore, o'er every land, 
The golden chain of commerce winds. 
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Meantime her patriot- cares explore 


Her own rich woof's exhauſtleſs ſtore; 

Her native fleece new fervour feels, 

And wakens all its whirling wheels, 

And mocks the rainbow's radiant dye; 
More wide the labours of the loom the ff preads, ' 
In firmer bands domeſtic commerce weds, 
And calls her Siſter-iſle to ſhare the tie: 

Nor heeds the violence that broke 
From filial realms her old parental yoke ! 

V. 6 

Her cities, throng'd with many an Attic dome, 
Aſk not the banner'd baſtion, maſly proof ; 

Firm as the caſtle's feudal roof, 

Stands the Briton's ſocial home. — 

| Hear, Gaul, of England's liberty the lot 
Right, Order, Law, protect her ſimpleſt plain; 
Nor ſcorn to guard the ſhepherd's nightly fold, 
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And watch around the foreſt cot. 


With conſcious certainty, the ſwain 
Gives to the ground his truſted grain, 
With cager hope the reddening harveſt eyes; 
And claims the ripe autumnal gold, 
The meed of toil, of induſtry the prize. 
For ours the King, who boaſts a parent's praiſe, 
Whoſe hand the people's ſceptre ſways ; 
Ours is the Senate, not a ſpecious name, 
Whoſe active plans pervade the civil frame : 
Where bold debate its nobleſt war dif] plays, 
And, in the kindling ſtrife, unlocks the tide 
Of manlieſt eloquence, and rolls the torrent wide. 
VI. 
Hence then, each vain complaint, away, 
Each captious doubt, and cautious fear ! 
Nor blaſt the new-born year, | 
That anxious waits the ſpring's flow-ſhooting ray: 


Nor deem that Albion's honours ceaſe to bloom. 
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With candid glance, th' impartial Muſe 
Invok'd on this auſpicious morn, | 
The preſent ſcans, the diſtant ſcene purſues, 
And breaks Opinion's ſpeculative: gloom : 
Interpreter of ages yet unborn,. 
Full right ſhe ſpells the characters of Fate, 
That Albion ſtill ſhall keep her wonted ſtate ! 
Still, in- eternal. ſtory, ſhine, 
Of Victory the ſea-beat ſhrine ; 
The ſource of every ſplendid. art, 
. Of old, of future worlds, the univerſal mart. 
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| I. 
y \ HEN F reedom nurs'd her native fire 


In ancient Greece, and rul'd the lyre; 


Her bards, diſdainful, from the tyrant” s brow 
The tinſel gifts of flattery tore; 
But paid to guiltleſs power their willing vow : 
And to the throne of virtuous kings, 
Tempering the tone of their vindictive ſtrings, 
From truth's unproſtituted ſhore, 
The fragrant wreath of gratulation bore. 
Il. 
Twas thus Alceus ſmote the manly chord; 
And Pindar on the Perſian Lord 
His notes of indignation hurl'd, 


And ſpurn'd the minſtrel ſlaves of eaſtern ſway, 
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From trembling Thebes extorting conſcious ſname; 
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But o'er the diadem, by Freedom s flame 
IIllum' d, the banner of renown unfurl'd: 

Thus to his Hiero decreed, 
Mongſt the bold chieftains of the Pythian game, 
The brighteſt verdure of Caſtalia's bay; 
And gave an ampler meed 
2 Of Piſan palms, than in the field of Fame 


Were wont to crown the car's victorious ſpeed : 
bags ip 


And hail'd his ſcepter'd champion's patriot zeal, 


Who mix'd the monarch's with the people's weal ; 
From civil plans who chim'd applauſe, 
And train'd obedient realms to Spartan laws. 
III. 
And he, ſweet maſter of the Doric oat, 
Theocritus, forſook awhile 
The graces of his paſtoral iſle, 
The lowing vale, the bleating cote, 
The cluſters on the ſunny ſteep, 
And Pan's own umbrage, dark and deep, 


ial 


The caverns hung with ivy-twine, 


The cliffs that wav'd with oak and pine, 


And Etna's hoar romantic pile : 

And caught the bold Homeric note, 

In ſtately ſounds exalting high 

The reign of bounteous Ptolemy : 

Like the plenty-teeming tide 

Of his own Nile's redundant flood, 
O'er the cheer'd nations, far and wide, 

Diffuſing opulence, and public. good: 

While in the richly-warbled lays 

Was blended 8 name, 

Pattern fair of female fame, 

Softening with domeſtic life 

Imperial ſplendour's dazzling rays, 

The queen, the mother, and the wife! 

IV. 
To deck with honour due this feſtal day, 
O for a ſtrain from theſe ſublimer bards ! 
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Who free to grant, yet fearleſs to refuſe 


Their awful ſuffrage, with impartial aim 
Invok'd the jealous panegyric Muſe; 
Nor, but to genuine worth's ſeverer claim, 
Their proud diſtinction deign'd to pay, 
Stern arbiters of glory's bright awards! 
For peerleſs bards like theſe alone, 
The bards of Greece might beſt adorn, 
With ſeemly ſong, the Monarch's natal morn; 
Who, thron'd in the magnificence of peace, 
Rivals their richeſt regal theme: 
Who rules a people like their own, 
In arms, in poliſh'd arts ſupreme; 5 


Who bids his Britain vie with Greece. 
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I. 

1 N rough magnificence array d, 

When ancient Chivalry diſplay d 

The pomp of her heroic games; 

And creſted chiefs, and tiſſued dames, 

Aſſembled, at the clarion's call, 4 

In ſome proud caſtle's high-arch'd hall, 
To grace romantic glory's genial rites; 
Aſſociate of the gorgeous feſtival, 

The Minſtrel truck his kindred ſtring, 

And told of many a ſteel-clad king, 

Who to the turney train'd his hardy knights; 
Or bore the radiant redcroſs ſhield 

Mid the bold peers of Salem's field; 

Who travers'd pagan climes to quell 

The wiſard foe's terrific ſpell; 
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In rude affrays untaught to fear 
The Saracen's gigantic ſpear. 
The liſtening champions felt the fabling rhime 
With fairy trappings fraught, and ſhook their plumes 
ſublime. 
II. 
Such were the themes of regal praiſe 
Dear to the Bard of elder days; 
The ſongs, to ſavage virtue dear, 
That won of yore the public ear! 
Ere Polity, ſedate and ſage, 
Had quench'd the fires of feudal rage, 
Had ſtemm'd the torrent of eternal ſtrife, 
And charm'd to reſt an unrelenting age. 
No more, in formidable ſtate, 
The caſtle ſhuts its thundering gate; 
New colours ſuit the ſcenes of ſoften'd life; 
No more, beitriding barbed ſeeds, | 
Adventurous Valout idly bleeds + 
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And now the Bard in alter'd tones, 


A theme of worthier triumph owns; 
By ſocial imagery beguil'd, 
He moulds his harp to manners mild ; 
Nor longer weaves the wreath of war alone, 
Nor hails the hoſtile forms that grac'd the Gothic 
throne. 
III. 
And now he tunes his plauſive lay 
To Kings, who plant the civic bay; 
Who chooſe the patriot ſovereign's part, 
Diffuſing commerce, peace, and art; 
Who ſpread the virtuous pattern wide, 
And triumph in a nation's pride : 
Who ſeek coy Science in her cloiſter'd nook, 
Where Thames, yet rural, rolls an artleſs tide; 
Who love to view the vale divine *, 
Where revel Nature and the Nine, 
And cluſtering towers the tufted Srove o'erlook ;_ 


# Nuncham, near Oxford. 
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To Kings, who rule a filial land, 
Who claim a People's vows and pray'rs, 


Should 'Treaſon arm the weakeſt hand ! 


- 


To Theſe, his heart-felt praiſe he bears, 

And with new rapture haſtes to greet 

This feſtal morn, that longs to meet, 
With luckieſt auſpices, the laughing ſpring ; 


And opes her glad career, with bleſſings on her wing! 
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> alovhe kite, runftidn aft 
Tun a Albion's coir 
Have ſtruck of old this feſtal lyre. 
Ere Science, ſtruggling oft in vain, ,  , . 
Had dar'd to break her Gothic chain, 
Victorious Edward gave the vernal hough , 
Of Britains bay to bloom on Chaucer's. brow: | 
Fir d with the gift, he chang'd to ſounds ſublime 
His Norman minſtrelſy s diſcordant chmee: 
In tones majeſtic hence he told 
The banquet of Cambuſcan bold, 
And oft he fung (howe'er the rhyme XA 
Has moulder'd to the touch of time) 
His martial maſter's. knightly board, 
And Arthur's ancient rites reſtor'd dert 
The prince in fable ſteel that ſternly frown' d, 
And Gallia . king, and Creſſy's vun renown '& 
11 
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Won from the ſhepherd's ſimple meed, 
The whiſpers wild of Mulla's reed, 
Sage Spenſer wak'd his lofty lay 
To grace Eliza's golden ſway: 
O'er the proud theme new luſtre to difuſe, 
He choſe the gorgeous allegoric Muſe, 
And call'd to life old Uther's elfin tale, 
And rov'd thro' many a necromantic vale, 
Pourtraying chiefs that knew to tame 
The goblin's ire, the dragon's flame, 
To pierce the dark enchanted hall, 
Where Virtue fate in lonely thrall. 
From fabling Fancy's inmoſt ſtore 


A rich romantic robe he bore ; 


A veil with viſionary trappings hung, 


And o'er his virgin-queen the fairy texture flung. 
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IIT. 
At length the matchleſs Dryden came, 
To light the Muſes' clearer flame; 
To lofty numbers grace to lend, 
And ſtrength with melody to blend; 
To triumph in the bold career of ſong, 
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And roll th' unwearied energy along. 
Does the mean incenſe of promiſcuous praiſe, 
Does ſervile fear, diſgrace his regal bays? 
I ſpurn his panegyric ſtrings, 
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His partial homage, tun'd to kings! . 

Be mine, to catch his manlier chord, 
That paints th' impaſſion'd Perfian lord, 

By glory fir d, to pity ſu d, 

Rouz'd to revenge, by love ſubdu'd 3 | 
And ſtill, with tranſport new; the trains to trace 
That chant the Theban pair, and Tancred's deadly 
vaſe, 
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IV. 

Had theſe bleſt Bards been call'd, 10 e 

The vous of this auſpicious day, 8 CYL 

Each had-confeſs'd a fairer throne, 

A mightier ſovereign than his own! ' 
Chaucer had bade his hero-monarch yield 
The martial fame of Crefly's well-fought field 
To peaceful prowels, and the conqueſts calm, 

* braid the ſceptre with the patriot's * : 

His chaplets of fantaſtic bloom, 

His colourings, warm from Fiction's loom, 

Spenſer had caſt in ſcorn away, t 

And deck d with truth alone the lay ; 1 L 

All real here, the Bard had ſeen 

The glories of his pictur d Queen 

The tuneful Dryden had not flatter d here, 
His lyre had blameleſs been, his tribute all fincere 
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Rom was the pile, and maſſy- proof, 
That firſt uprear'd its haughty A 


On Windfor s brow ſublime, i in warlike ſtate : 


The Norman tyrant 8 Jealous hand 
The giant-fabric proudly plan d: 
With recent victory n 
« On this majeſtic ſeep,” he cried, 
«Are gal fortreſs, threatening wide, 
“ Shall ſpread my terrors to the diſtant hills; ; 
ee Its formidable ſhade ſhall throw ft 
« Far Oer the broad expanſe below, mY 
« Where winds yon mighty flood, and amply fills 
» With flowery verdure, or with golden grain, 
« The faireſt fields that deck my new domain! 
* And London's towers, that reach the watch- 
man's eye, | [the ſky.” 


* Shall fee, with conſcious awe my bulwark climb 
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II. 
Unchang'd, through many a hardy race, 
Stood the rough dome in ſullen grace; 

Still on its angry front defiance frown'd : 

Though monarchs kept their ſtate within, 
Still murmur'd with the martial din 

The gloomy gateway's arch profound, 

And armed forms, i in airy rows, 

Bent o er the battlements their bows, 

And blood-ſtain'd banners crown · d its hoſtile head; 
And oft its hoary ramparts wore 
The rugged ſcars of conflict ſore ; 

What time, pavilion'd on the neighbouring mead, 
Th' indignant Barpns rang'd in bright array 
Their feudal bands, to curb deſpotic ſway ; © 
And leagu'd a Briton's birthright to reſtore, 

From John's reluctant graſp the roll of freedom bare. 
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III. 
When lo, the king that wreath'd his ſhield, 
With lilies pluck'd on Creſly's field, 
Heav'd from its baſe the mouldering Norman 
frame !— 
New glory cloath'd th' exulting ſteep, 


The portals tower'd with ampler ſweep ; 
And Valour's ſoften'd Genius came, | 
Here held his pomp, and trail'd the pall 
Of triumph through the trophied hall; 
And War was clad awhile in gorgeous weeds ; 
Amid the martial pageantries, 
While Beauty's glance adjudg'd the prize, 
And beam'd ſweet influence on heroic deeds. 
Nor long, ere Henry's holy zeal, to breathe 
A milder charm upon the ſcenes beneath, 
Rear'd in the watery glade his claſſic ſhrine, 
And call'd his ſtripling-quire, to woo the willing 
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IV. 
To this imperial ſeat to lend 
Its pride ſupreme, and nobly blend 
Britiſh magnificence with Attic art; 
55 Proud Caſtle, to thy banner'd bowers, 
Lo! Picture bids her glowing powers 
Their bold hiftoric groups impart ! 
She bids th' illuminated pane, 
Along thy lofty-vaulted fane, 
Shed the dim blaze of radiance richly clear. 
Still may ſuch arts of Peace engage 
Their Patron's care} But ſhould the rage 
Of war to battle rouſe the new-born year, 
Britain ariſe, and wake the {lumbering fire, 
Vindictive dart thy quick-rekindling ire 
Or, arm'd to ſtrike, in mercy ſpare the foe ; + 
And lift thy thundering hand, and then withhold 
the blow | 
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I. 
W HAT native Genius taught the Britons bold 
To guard their ſea-girt cliffs of old? 
"Twas Liberty: ſhe taught diſdain 


Of death, of Rome's imperial chain. 
She bade the Druid harp to battle ſound, 


In tones prophetic, thro' the gloom profound 


Of foreſts hoar, with holy foliage hung ; 


| 
From grove to grove the pealing prelude rung; | ö 
| 


Belinus call'd his painted tribes around, | _ 
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And, rough with many a veteran ſcar, 1 
| 7 | 
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Swept the pale legions with the ſcythed car, 
While baffled Cæſar fled, to gain 
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An eaſier triumph on Pharſalia's plain; 


And left the ſtubborn iſle to ſtand elate 
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Amidſt a conquer d world, in lone majeſtic ſtate ! [| 
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II. 
A kindred ſpirit ſoon to Britain's ſhore 
The ſons of Saxon Elva bore; 
Fraught with th' unconquerable ſoul, 


Who died, to drain the warrior-bowl, 


In that bright Hall, where Odin's Gothic throne 


With the broad blaze of brandiſh'd falchions ſhone; 


Where the long roofs rebounded to the din 

Of ſpectre chiefs, who feaſted far within: 

Vet, not intent on deathful deeds alone, 
They felt the fires of ſocial zeal, 

The peaceful wiſdom of the public weal; 
Though nurs'd in arms and hardy ſtrife, 


They knew to frame the plans of temper'd life; | 


The king's, the people's, balanc'd claims to found 
On one eternal bale, indiffolubly bound. 

III. 
Sudden, to ſhake the Saxons mild domain, 


Ruſh'd in rude ſwarms the robber Dane, 


. 
From frozen waſtes, and caverns wild, 
To genial England's ſcenes beguil'd; 


And in his clamorous van exulting came 


The demons foul of Famine and of Flame: 
Witneſs the ſheep-clad ſummits, roughly crown'd 
With many a frowning foſs and airy mound, 
Which yet his alte march proclaim— 

Nor ceas d the tide of gore to flow, 
| T ill Alfred's laws allur'd th' inteſtine foe ; ' 

And Harold calm'd his headlong rage 
To brave atchievement, and to counſel ſage ; 


For oft in ſavage breaſts the buried ſeeds 


Of brooding virtue live, and freedom's faireſt deeds ! 
8 IV. 


But ſee, triumphant o'er the ſouthern wave, 


The Norman ſweeps - Tho' firſt he gave 


New grace to Britain's naked plain, 


With Arts and Manners in his train ; 


And many a fane he rear'd, that ſtill ſublime 
In maſſy pomp has mock'd the ſtealth of time; 
5 K k 2 


1 252 
And caſtle fair, that, ſtript of half its towers, 
From ſome broad ſteep in ſhatter'd glory lours: 
Yet brought he flavery from a ſofter clime ; 
Each eve, the curfew's notes ſevere 
(That now but ſoothes the muſing poet's ear) 
At the new tyrant's ſtern command, 
Warn'd to unwelcome reſt a wakeful land ; 
| While proud Oppreſſion o'er the raviſh'd field 
High rais'd his armed hand, and ſhook the feudal 
ſhield. 
V. 
Stoop'd then that Freedom to deſpotic ſway, 
For which, in many a fierce aftray,” 
The Britons bold, the Saxons bled, 
His Daniſh javelins Leſwin led 
O'er Haſtings plain, to ſtay the Norman yoke ? 
She felt, but to reſiſt, the ſudden ſtroke ; 
The tyrant-baron graſp'd the patriot-ſteel, 


And taught the tyrant-king its force to feel ; 


| And quick revenge the regal bondage broke. 


9 
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And ſtill, unchang'd and uncontrol'd, 
Its reſcued rights ſhall the dread empire hold: 
For lo, revering Britain's cauſe, 
A King new luſtre lends to native laws ! 
The ſacred Sovereign of this feſtal day 


On Albion's old renown reflects a kindred ray! 
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PROPE WINTONIA M. 


A E RI I Catharina jugi qua vertice ſummo, 


Danorum veteres foſſas, immania caſtra, 

Et circumducti ſervat veſtigia valli; 
Wiccamicæ mos eſt pubi, celebrare palæſtras 
Multiplices, paſſimque levi contendere luſu, 
Feſta dies quoties rediit, conceſſaque rite 
Otia, purpureoque rubentes lumine ſoles, 
Invitant, tetricæ curas lenire Minervæ, 


Librorumque moras, et iniqua remittere penſa. 


Ergo, Cecropiæ quales æſtate cohortes, 
Siquando ceras, nondumque tenacia linquunt 
Mella vagæ, luduntque favis examina miſſa, 


Mox ſtudio majore novos obitura labores; 
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Egreditur pullatum agmen; campoſque patentes 
Occupat, ingentiſque tenet ſpatia ardua clivi. 
Nec mora; quiſque ſuos mores, animumque fateri, 
Ingeniumque ſequi, propriæque accingier arti. 
Pars aciem inſtituunt, et juſto utrinque phalanges 
Ordine, et adverſæ poſitis ſtant ſortibus alæ. 
His datur, orbiculum metis prohibere propinquis, 
Præcipitique levem per gramina mittere lapſu: 
Aſt aliis, quorum pedibus fiducia major, 
Excubias agitare vagas, curſuque citato 
Sectari, et jam jam ſalienti infiſtere-prede 
Uſque adeo ſtimulat rapidus globus ire ſequaces 
Ancipiti de colle, pilæque volubilis error. 
Impete ſeu valido elatum, et ſublime volantem 
Suſpiciunt, pronoſque inhiant ex acre lapſus, 
Sortiti fortunam oculis; manibuſque paratis 


Expectant propiorem, intercipiuntque caducum. 


At pater Ichinus viridantes, vallibus imis, 


Qua reficit ſalices, ſubductæ in margine ripæ, 
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Pars vegetos nudant artus, et flumina ſaltu 


Summa petunt: jamque alternis placidum ictibus 
æquor 

In numerum, pedibuſque ſecant, et remige planta ; 

Jamque ipſo penitus merguntur gurgite, prono - 

Corpore, ſpumantemque lacum ſub vertice torquent. 

{ Protinus emerſis, nova gratia crinibus udis 


Naſcitur, atque oculis ſubito micat acribus ignis 


Lztior, impubeſque gene formoſius ardent. 
Interea licitos colles, atque oth juſſa, 

Wi indignantes, ripz ulterioris amore, 

Longinquos campos, et non ſua rura capeſſunt. 

Sive illos (quæ corda ſolet mortalia paſſim) 

In vetitum mens prona nefas, et iniqua cupido 

Sollicitet; novitaſve trahat dulcedine mira 

Inſuetos tentare per avia paſcua calles: 

Seu malint ſecum obſcuros captare receſſus, 


Secreto faciles habituri in margine Muſas: 


Quicquid erit, curſu pavitanti, oculiſque retortis, 
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Fit furtiva via, et ſuſpectis paſſibus itur. 
Nec parvi ſtetit ordinibus ceſſiſſe, locumque 
Deſeruiſſe datum, et ſignis abiiſſe relictis. 

Quin luſu pes cernas geſtire Minores ; 
Uſque adeo inſtabiles animos nova gaudia lactant 
Se faltu exercent vario, et luctantur in herba, | 
Innocuaſve edunt pugnas, aut gramine molli 
Otia agunt fuſi, cliviſque ſub omnibus hæxent. 
Aut Aliquis tereti ductos in marmore gyros 
Suſpiciens, miratur inextricabile textum; 
Sive illic Lemurum populus ſub nocte choreas 
Plauſerit exiguas, virideſque attriverit herbas ; 
Sive olim paſtor fidos deſcripſerit ignes, 
Verbaque difficili compoſta reliquerit orbe, 


Confuſaſque notas, impreſſaque ceſpite vota. 


At Juvenis, cui ſunt meliores pectore ſenſus, 


Cui cordi rerum ſpecies, et dædalus ordo, 


Et tumulum capit, et ſublimi vertice ſolus, 


LI 
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Que late patuere, TI fert ſingula circum. 
Colle ex oppoſito, flaventi campus ariſt4 


Aureus, adverſoque refulgent jugera ſole: 


At procul obſcuri fluctus, et rura remotis 
Indiciis, et disjunctæ juga cærula Vectæ: 
Sub pedibus, perfuſa uligine paſcua dulci, 


Et tenues rivi, et ſparſis frondentia Tempe 


Arboribus, ſaxoque rudi venerabile templum 
Apparet, media riguz convallis in umbri. | 
Turritum, a dextra, patulis caput extulit ulmis 
Wiccamici domus alma chori, notiſſima Muſis: 
Nec procul ampla ædes, et eodem læta patrono, 
Ingens delubrum, centum ſublime feneſtris, 


Erigitur, magnaque micant faſtigia mole. 


Hinc atque hinc extat vetus Urbs, olim inclyta bello, 


Et muri disjecti, et propugnacula lapſa; 
Infectique Lares, læviſque palatia ducta 
Auſpiciis. Nequeunt expleri corda tuendo, 


Et tacitam permulcet imago plurima mentem. 


e 


O felix Puerorum ætas, luceſque beatæ 


Vobis dia quies animis, et triſtia vobis 


Nondum ſollicitæ ſubierunt tædia vita! 


En ! vobis roſeo ore falus, curæque fugaces, 


Et lacrymæ, ſiquando, breves ; dulceſque cachinni, 


Et faciles, ultrò nati de pectore, riſus 
O fortunati nimium ! Si talia conſtent 


Gaudia jam pueris, Ichinum propter amænum, 


Ah ! ſedes ambire novas quæ tanta cupido eſt, 
Dotalemque domum, et promiſſas Iſidis undas? 
Ipſos illa licèt fœcundo flumine lucos | 
Pieridum fortunatos, et opima vireta, 
Irriget, Iliſſo par, aut Permeſſidos amni, 


* 


Et centum oſtentet ſinuoſo in margine turres. 
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SACELLUM COLL. ss. TRIN. OXON. 
INSTAURATUM, 
Suppetias præſertim conferente 


Ray. BaTrussT, ejuſdem Coll. Præſ. et 


Eccleſiæ Wellenfis Decano. 


Q U O cultu renovata dei penetralia, triſti 


Dudum obducta ſitu, ſenioque horrentia longo, 


Squallorem exuerint veterem, turpeſque tenebras ; 
Utque novam faciem, mutataque mcenia rite 
Sumpſerit inſtaurata ædes, ſpecieque reſurgens 
Cæperit inſueta priſcum ſplendeſcere fanum, 


Auſpice BAT Huxs ro, canimus: Tu, Diva, ſecundum 


Da genium, et quales ipſi Romana canenti 

Carmina, Naſonis facilem ſuperantia venam, 

BATHuURSTo annueras, Latios concede lepores. 
Quippe ubi jam Graiis moles innixa columnis 


Etigitur nitidæ normam confeſſa Corinthi, 
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vitruviumque refert juſtiflima fabrica verum ; 
Quaque, Hoſ pes, vario mirabere culmina fuco 
Vivida, et ornatos multo molimine muros, 

Olim cernere erat breviori limite clauſum 
Obſcurumque adytum; dubiam cui rara feneſtra 
Admiſit lucem, rudibus ſuffuſa figuris ; 

Quale pater pietati olim ſacràrat avitæ 

Poplus, et rite antiqua decoraverat arte: 

At veteres quondam quicunque inſigniit aras 
Tandem extinctus honos: rerum fortuna ſubinde 
Tot tulerat revoluta vices, et, certior hoſtis, 
Paulatim quaſſata fatiſcere fecerat ætas | 
Tecta ruens ; quæ nunc et Wrenni dædala dextra, 


Et pietas BATHURSTI1 æquat pulcherrima cœlo. 


Verum age, nec faciles, Hoſpes, piget omnia circum 
Ferre oculos. Adſis; qualiſque ereptus ab undis 
Eneas, Lybicæ poſtquam ſucceſſerat urbi, 
Conſtitit artificumque manus, operumque laborem 


Miratus, pictoque in pariete nota per orbem 
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Bella, ſub ingenti colluſtrans ſingula templo; 
Non minus et donis opulentum, et numine plenum 
Suſpice majori templum, nitidoque-receptus 
Veſtibulo, quanti-pateant ſpectacula torni 
Contemplator, et oppoſitum cælamine Septum 
Raro interfuſum, quali perluceat arte! 

Queis inflexa modis, quo fit perfuſa nitore 
Sculptilis, et nimiùm conſpectu lubrica cedrus ! 
At Cancellorum non enarrabile textum, 
Autumni ſpoliis, et mult meſſe gravatum, 
Occupat 1 medio, et binas demittit in alas 
Porticus, et plex præfixis fronde columnis 
Utrinque incubuit, penetralique oſtia fecit. 

Nec ſua pro foribus deſunt, ſpirantia ſigna, 
Fida ſatellitia, atque aditum ſervantia tantum: 
Nonne vides fixos in cœlum tollere vultus, 
Ingenteſque Dei monitus haurire, fideli 

Et calamo Chriſtum victuris tradere chartis ? 


Halat opus, Lebanique refert fragantis odorem. 
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Perge modo, utque acies amplectier omnia poſſit, 
Te mediis immitte choris, delubraque carpe 
Interiora inhians; quæque obvia ſurgere cernis 
pauliſper flexo venerans altaria vultu, 

Siſte gradum, atque oculos refer ad faſtigia ſumma. 
Illic divinos vultus, ardentiaque ora, 

Nobilis expreſſi calamus, cœlumque recluſit. 

In medio, domita jam morte et vieor Ieſus 
Atherium molitur iter, nebuliſque coruſcis 
Infiſtens, repetit patrem, intermiſſaque ſceptra. 
Agnoſco radiis flagrantia tempora denſis, 
Vulneraque illa (nefas !) quæ ligno maxima fixus 
Victima ſuſtulerat fatali : innubilus ether 
Deſuper, et pure vis depluit aurea lucis. 

At vario, per inane, dei comitatus, amictu 
Cæleſtes formæ, fulgentque inſignibus alis. 
Officio credas omnes trepidare fideli: 

Pars ſequitur longè, veneraturque ora volantis, 
Pars aptare humeros Divo, et ſubſternere nubes 
Purpureas, caroque oneri ſuccedere gaudent 


Certatim, pariturque juvant augentque triumphum. 
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Nec totum in tabula eſt culmen: qua cœrula clauſit 
Extrema, atque oras picturæ muniit aurum, 
Protinus hinc ſeſe ſpecies nitidifiima rerum 
Utrinque explicuit, cœmento ducta ſequaci. 

Tali opifex facilem maſſam diſponere tracta 
Calluit, argillæ ſecernens uvida fila 

Mobilis, ut nullas non ſint induta figuras 

In quaſcunque levis digitus diducere vellet. 

Nec confuſus honos operi; ſecretaque rite 
Areolam ſculptura ſuam ſibi vindicat omnis. 
Prima ipſam niveo, circumque ſupraquè, tabellam 
Prætexit, ſinuans alterna volumina, plexu, 
Frondeaque intortos producit fimbria gyros. 
Hinc atque hinc patulæ pubeſcunt vimina palmæ 
Vivaces effuſa comas, intextaque pomis 
Turgidulis, varioque referta umbracula fœtu, 

Cui pleno invideat ſubnitens Copia cornu: 

Hac procuduntur flores, pulcherrima ſerta, 
Qualia vere novo peperit cultiſſimus hortus; 


Queis vix viva magis, meliuſyè effingere novit, 
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Dextera acu pollens, calathiſque aſſueta Minervæ, 
Omnes illa licèt, quot parturit Enna, colores 
Temperet, expediens varus diſcrimina filis, 
Atque auro rigeat dives ſubtemen et oſtro. 
At ne aciem deflecte, tuendi captus amore. 
Aſpicis, ut diam nubes reſecare columbam, 
Suppoſitis fecitque opitex allabier aris ? 
Hanc circum et Chriſti fatum referentia, ſævæ 
Inſtrumenta artis, magnique inſignia Lethi, 
Addidit ; informes contorta cuſpide clavos, 
Sanguineas capitis ſpinas, crepitantia flagra, 
Ipſam etiam, quæ membra Dei morientis, et ora 


Heu! collapſa Crucem mundique piacula geſſit. 


At quà marmoreis gradibus ſe myſtica menſa 
Subrigit, et dives divini altare Cruoris, 
En, qualis murum a tergo præcinxit amictus, 
Cedrinzque trabes, adverſique æmula Septi 
Materies, pariterque potentis conſcia torni. 
Verum ipſos evade gradus, nec longiùs abſtes, 
M m 
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Quin propiore oculo, cupidique indagine viſus, 
Angliaci explores divinum opus Alcimedontis : 


Ne tenues forme fugiant, et gratia ligni 


/ 


Exilis pereantque levis veſtigia ferri 
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Mollia, ſubtiliſque lepos intercidat omnis. 
Quis fabri dabit infidias, arcanaque fila, 


2 — 


Rimari! Retinent quæ vincula textile buxum, 


Ro OO 


— A 
5. BE > Ws. Ws * — — 
Er — * _ woe 


— - 
, 


Et quales cohibent ſuſpenſa toreumata nodi ! 
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Hinc atque hine creſcit foliorum penſilis umbra, 
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Et partita trahit pronos utrobique corollos, 
Maturiſque riget baccis, et germina pandit : 
Quales e tereti dependent undique trunco 
Undantes hederæ, et denſis coma fœta corymbis. 
Inter opus pennatarum paria alma cherubum 
AmbeeGortlucent crines, impubiaque ora. 

In ſummo veneranda calix, inciſaque meſſis 

In ſpicam induitur, turgenteſque uva racemos 
Raſilis explicuit, ſacræ libamina cœnæ. 


Tale decus nunquam impreſſit candenti ele phanto, 


Non Pario lapidi, non flavo Dædalus auro, 


Quale faber buxo, gracilique in ſtipite luſit. 
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En vero, tumulum ingentem qua proxima clauſit 
Teſtudo, priſcæ effigies, et buſta propinquis 
Non indigna aris !. Salve, ſanctiſſime Poet ! 


Nunc ultro ad cineres ipſius et oſſa parentis 
Adſumus: O falve neque enim, pater optime, credo, 
Elyſias inter ſedes, divoſque repoſtus, . 

Et cum dilecto ducens dia otia Moro *, 

N egligis ulteriora pit monumenta laboris, 

Alterius monumenta manus, et non tua dona. 

Alme Parens, falveto! Tuum eſt veſtigia vulgi 
Quod fugiam: Tu das inopis crudelia vitæ 

Tædia ſolari, afflictis ſpes unica rebus 
Et ſinis Aonidum viridantes ire per hortos. 

Te, pater, et fida tua facta reponere mente, 

Et memor aſſiduas tibi rite reſolvere grates, 

Ora puer dubia fignans intonſa juventa,, we 
Conſueram, primis et te venerabar ab annis. | 
Nec vano augurio ſanctis cunabula Muſis | | 
Hæc poſuiſti olim, nec ſpes fruſtrata fefellit \.of 


D. Tuoua Moze, amica ſuo fingulari. 
Mm 2 


Magna animo meditantem, et præmia larga ferentem: 


Et torquere ſagax rationis lucida tela 


Tuque etiam, BATHURSTE, potens et mente manuque 


l 268 J 


Unde tot Aonis ſtant ordine tempora Lauro 
Velati, donoque æternæ frondis Alumni. 


ALLENI rerum reſerans abſtruſa ſenectus, 


Omnia ChIL vox T Huus *, patrioſque recludere ritus 
SELDENUS ſolers, et magnificus SHELDONUS, 


Et juga DENHAmi1vs monſtrans ignota camznis : 


Palladis exercere artes, unaque tueri. 

Ergo tibi quoties, Poe, ſolennia vota 

Rite rependamus, proprioſque novemus honores, 
Tuque etiam ſocias, BATHURSTE, merebere laudes, 
Diviſum decus, et lauro cingere ſecundi.— 

Nec te ſola Tuum, licet optima cura, ſacellum 
Occupat : en ! prope plura facis, nec diſpare ſumptu, 
Atria moliris ritu concinna recenti, 
Summiſſas propter ſedes ; majoraque mandas 
Ipſius incrementa domus, reficiſque Penates. 


* CHiLLINWORTH, 
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Sic ubi, non operoſa adeo primordia faſſus, 
Romulus exiguam muro concluſerat urbem, - 


Per tenues primò plateas arx rara micare, 


I plaque ſtramineo conſtabat regia culmo 

At poſtquam Auguſtus rerum ſucceſſit habenis, 
Continud Parii lapidis candentia lucs 

Tecta refulſere; et Capitol immobile ſaxum 


Vertice marmoreo ſtetit, et laquearibus aureĩs. 


CoLL. TRIN, Ox0N, 1748. 


E X 
EU RIPIDIS AND ROMA CHE. 
v. 102. | 
Coun Paris, O Helene, te celſa in Pergama duxit, 
Et miſer illicitos juſſit adire toros, 
Heu! non conjugii læti florentia dona, 
Quin ſecum Alectò, Tiſiphonemque, tulit. 


Illius ob Furias, fidens Mars mille carinis 


Te circum rutilis, Troja, dedit facibus ! 
Illlius ob Furias, cecidiſti, care marite, 
Hector! Achilleis rapte, marite, rotis ! 
| | Ipſa autem e thalamis agor ad cava littora ponti, 
| Servitii gravida nube ddoperts caput. 
Ah! mihi que ſtillant lacryme! Trojamque, to- 
rumque, 

Et ſœdo fuſum in pulvere linquo virum ! 
Quid juvat ulterius cæli convexa tueri ? 

Scilicet Hermionis ſordida ſerva feror : 
Et Thetidis complexa pedes, liquefio, perennis 

Qualis præcipiti quæ pluit unda jugo. 

8 
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MELEAGRI EPITAPHIUM in UXOREM, 


EX ANTHOLOGIA®, 


| M ITTO tibi lacrymas O Heliodora, ſub Orcum, 
In tenebris longe mitto tibi lacrymas. G 

Ah triſtes lacrymas, libata in flebile buſtum 

Et deſiderii dona, et amoris habe 

Te crebro, crebroque, meamque a lumine caſſam 
Defleo; quæ Diti gratia nulla Deo eſt.— 

O ubi Jucundus mihi floſculus ? abſtulit Oreus.— 
F ædavit vegetum pulvere germen humus. 

Quare, terra tuum eſt amplectier oſſa repoſtæ 
Molliter, & fido ſalva fovere ſinu. 1 


* Utinam, pro ſale & acumine, quibus lautitiis adeo delectari vide- 
mus recentes poſtas, ſimplex tandem lepos, quo ſolo jueundiſſimoque 
veteres utebantur condimento, reſtitui poſſit & adhiberi ! 
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His natam Antigenes orabat vocibus olim 
4 + vi cum traherſt fila ſuprema ſenex : 
4 O Virgo formoſa, O dulcis nata, miniſter 
Vitæ inopis ſemper fit tibi cura colus. 
Mox cum te ſociarit Hymen, tua maxima dos lit, 
Te caſte mores matris habere probos.” 
CARYPHILLID&, xx ANTHOLOGIA. 


M E A M preteriens, Viator, urnam, 
Non eſt quod lacrymà riges ſepultum; 
Nam nil et mihi mortuo dolendum eſt, 
Conjux una mihi, fuitque fida, 

Qui cum conſenui; dedique natos | 
Tres in fœdera fauſta unptiarum $ 
Ex queis, ſæpe mihi in ſinu tepenti, 
Sopivi pueros puellulaſque: 8 
Qui tandem Inferiis mihi relatis, 
Miſere ambroſios patrem ſopores 
Dormitum, Elyfii virente ripa. 
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CALLIMACHI ix CRETHIDA 


D O C T A eſt dulce loqui, puellulaſque 
Inter ludere docta pervenuſtè; 

Te CRETH1, Samiæ tuæ reſpoſcunt ; 
Cujus garrulitate mollicella, 

Suerant lanifici levare curas. 

At tu ſurda jaces ; trahiſque ſomnos 


Cunctis denique, Crethi, dormiendos ! 
-J-o000000070000000-FL-<0000000e0000000-Yh- 
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EX. MSS. BODLEIANIS ANTHOL. CEPHAL. ) i 


E R GO te nitidæ decus palæſtræ, 
Te lætum 1 labore luctæ, 
Et perfuſa al videre membra, | 
Nunc, Protanche: pater tegit ſepulchro, 
Congeſtiſque recondit oſſa ſaxis ? : 
N ecdum filiolæ modo peremptæ 
| K Nn > 
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Ceſſit cura recens, novique luctus 
Acer funeris, O fidelis uror, 
Te prareptä etiam parique fato. 
At poſtquam ferus Orcus — et ſpes 


Et ſolatia vos gravis ſenectæ, 


Hunc vobis lapidem memor reponit. 


. % * 3 . 


VOTUM PANI FACTUM. 


rel. kr. 


SuspENSANM e Platano Teleſon tibi, Capripes 
OT. 
Pellem villoſz dat pia dona, feræ. 
Curvatamque caput, nodoſo e ſtipite clavam, 
Quz modo depulſi fœda cruore lupi eſt. 
Concretoque aptum lacti mulftrale, et odoros 


1 Queis tenuit clauſos, ferrea vincla, canes. 
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IN TUMULUM .ARCHILOCHI. 


H I C eſt Archilochus ſitus. Venena 

Primus novit amara viperino 

Qui contingere carmina ; et eruore 

permefſi liquidas notavit undas. 

Teſtis, qui tribus orbus eſt puellis, 

Suſpenſis laqueo truci, Lycambes. 

Tu cauto pede præteri viator, 
Crabones aliter ciebis, ejus 


Qui buſto ſibi condidere nidum. 


* N ITF 
E X ANTHOLOGIA. | 


C UR me paſtores foliorum abducitis umbra, 
Me quam delectant roſcida rura vagam ? 


Me quz nympharum ſum Muſa? atque æthere ſudo, | 


Hinc recino umbroſis ſaltubus, inde j jugis. 
Nun 2 


( 276 ] 
En] turdum et merulam, ſi prædæ tanta cupido eſt, 
Quz late ſulcos diripuere Satos. 
6 Quæ vaſtant fruges captare & fallere fas eſt, 
ll Roſcida non avidæ ſufficit herba mihi. 
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ANTIPATRI THESSALONICENSIS 
 EPIGR. 
| Tt verſo properantem hoſtili ex agmine tergo, 
Trajecit ferro vindice mater atrox ; F 
Te tua quæ peperit mater: gladiumque recenti 
Spumantem pueri ſanguine crebra rotans, 
Dentibus & graviter ſtridens, quafiſque Lacæna, “ / 
Igne retrd torquens lumina glauca fero, 
« Linque, ait, Eurotam; & fi mors eſt dura, _. 


Orcum Wh F 


« Effuge ; non meus es; non Lacedzmonius.” 


I 
EK X AN T H O 1 


L.13..4-.. CF. 


TE triſti mihi nuper, Heraclite, 
Fato ſuccubuiſſe nunciatum eſt ; 
Quo rumore, miſellus, impotentes 
Fui in lacrimulas ſtatim coactus: 
Recordabar enim, loquela ut olim 
| Dulci conſueramus 2250 lonpce 
Soles fallere, fabuliſque crebris. 
Verum, Tu, vetus hoſpes, O ubinam— 


Ah dudum—in cineres redacte dudum ! 


Nunc jaces, vetus hoſpes, & urbe Cariim ? 


Tuæ Luſciniz tamen ſuperſunt ; 


Illis, omnia qui ſibi arrogavit, 


Haud Pluto injiciet manus rapaces. 


— 


1 278 J 


re T. 


N YMPHEZ, fonticolz nymphe, que gurgitis 
hujus | „ 
EEternùm roſeo tunditis ima pede: 
Lyſimachum ſervate ! ſub alta maxima pinu | 5 


Numinibus poſuit qui ſimulacra tuis. 


2 „en | 


SUB IMAGINE PANIS RUDI LAPIDE. 


l IC ftans vertice montium ſupremo 
Pan, glaucei nemoris nitere fructus 


Cerno deſuper, uberemque ſylvam. 


Quod fi purpureæ, viator, uyæ 
Te deſiderium capit, roganti 
Non totum invideo tibi racemum. 


Quin fi fraude mala quid hinc reportes, 


Hoc pœnas Juito caput bacillo. 


\ 
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HOMERI HYMNUS AD PANA. 


Ex tibi, Pan, ſummi colles, et maxima parent 
Culmina, præcipiteſque nivali vertice rupes. 


Tu pater, incedens virgulta per avia, mentem | 
ObleQas lapſu fluviorum lene cadentùm. 
Sive errare velis per vaſta cacumina, magni | 
Unde procul patuere greges, atque otia dia 
Paſtorum ; capreaſye agites indagine denſa, -* 
Seu redeas ſquallens variarum cæde ferarum. 
At fimul ex alto ſubluxit yeſper Olympo, 
Tale melos ſuavi diffundis arundine, quale 
Non, Philomela, facis, quoties frondentibus umbris 
Abdita, vere novo, integras miſerabile carmen. 
Continuo properant faciles in carmina Nymphæ, 
Inſtaurantque choros; ſaltantibus adſonat Echo. 
In medio Deus ipſe inflexos orbibus orbes 
Inſequitur, quatiens maculoſæ tegmine lyncis: 


Sub pedibuſque croci creſcunt, dulceſque hyacinthi, 


Floribus et variis viridis diſtinguitur herba. 


8 
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Interek cecinere Dedm primordia priſca: 
At primùm dixere, ut, Divum nuntius HEzaMes 
Venerit Arcadiæ ines, pecoriſque feraces 
Formoſi campos, et prata recentia rivis. 

Qui nunc illi arz, quiſtant Cyllenia templa. 
Illic, divino licet ingens effet honore, 

Pavit oves, nam juſſit amor; votiſque potitus 
Egregiam Dryopen in vincla jugalia duxit. 
Naſcitur hinc proles viſu miranda, bicornis 
Capripes ; ipſa novo nutrix exterrita fœtu 
Reſtitit, hirſutique infantem « »poris horrens. 
At pater exultans villoſa pelle revinctum 
Montani leporis puerum, fulgentibus aſtris 
Intulit, et folium Jovis ad ſublime locavit. 
Excipiunt plauſu Superi; ſubriſit Ticchus | 


Purpureo vultu, et puerum PAN nomine dixit. 


18 


EX POEMATE DE VOLUPTATIBUS 
FACULTATIS IMAGINATRICIS®. 


— I Progenies pulcherrima coli! 
Quo tibi ſuccorum tractu, calamique labore, 
Divinos ducam vultus, cœleſtiaque ora? 
Unde legam qui, Diva, tuis certare colores 
Purpurei poſſint, diſcrimina dædala fuci ? 
Ergo age, Muſa, vago curſu per maxima mundi 
I ſpatia; et quicquid formoſi florida tellus, | 
Quicquid habent maria, et cœli ſpirabile lumen, 
Delibes ; quicquid nitidum natura recondit 
Dives opum variarum, in amabile, Muſa, fideli 
Confer opus ſtudio. Seu liberioribus alis 
Vin', comite AUTUMNo, per fortunata volare 
Heſperidim nemora, et dias Atlantidos oras, 
Dum quacunque Pater fœcundo pollice lucum 
Fzlicem contingit, opacis gratia ramis 


The Pleaſures of Imagination, b. i. 
Oo 
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Fit nova, et auricomo fulſerunt vimina fœtu: 
Quacunque inceſſit per ditia rura, renident 
Undique maturo ſubiti livore racemi; 
Apricoſque recens infecit purpura colles, 
Quales occiduo nubes quæ ſole coruſcant. 
Sive errare velis, rigua convalle, per umbras 
Daphnes dilectas, Peneus gurgite leni 
Qua fluit, oſtentatque reflexam e flumine Tempe 
Purpuream vitreo; — Tempe! qua, numina ſylvis 

a | 


Nota olim, Fauni Nymphæque, per aurea priſci 


Sæcula Saturni, ſecreto in margine ripe 


Frondiferæ, ſocio ducebant Pane choreas 
Multiplices. At ſaltantum veſtigia propter, 


Horaſque, Zephyroſque almos, udo imbre, videres 


Certatim ambroſios rores, et odoriferum thus, a 


Depluere, Elyſioque rubent quicunque colores *. 


* Lib, i. Ver, 280, et ſeq. 


[ 283 ] 


EX POEMATE DE RATIONE 
SALUTIS CONSERVANDAE®, 


E RG O agite, O Nymphæ, integros oſtendite 
fontes; 

Egelidaſque domos, rigui penetralia regni, 

Nàiades aperite ! per avia teſqua vagari, 

Vobis nota, aveo: videor reſonantia ſaxis 

Flumina præruptis, ſcatebraſque audire recluſas. 

Sanctà perculſus mentem formidine, rupes 

Proſpicio, qua vorticibus ſpumantibus amnes 

Inſignes micuere, antiquo carmine clari. 

Ante omnes, ingens, ſcopulis plangentibus, exit 

NIL us; at iratis properat violentior undis 

Hinc PApus; OY jugis EUPHRATES Qceano par 

Volvitur umbriferis, Orientemque irrigat omnem. 

At ſecum, ſævoque procul reſupinus in antro, 85 

Squallentem Tanaris diffudit barbarus urnam. 


| The Art of preſerving Health, b. 2. 
O O 2 
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Quantis ſub tenebris, quam vaſtis obruta ſilvis 
Undique, conduntur fluviorum exordia prima 
Nobilium ! Ergo animum permiſta horrore voluptas 
Percipit, et ſacro correpunt oſſa pavore : - 
Et magis atque magis, dirà formidine circum 
Frondiferi horreſcunt luci, ramiſque pateſcit 
Altius, et majori atrum nemus accubat umbra, 
Dicite, num Lemurùm regio ſtat finibus iſtis » 
Abdita ? quænam hæc ignoti pomæria mundi? 
Qui populi? Quæve arva viris exercita? ſiquæ 
Talia trans deſerta ſuperſint arva colenda. 
O ubi camporum tam nigris faucibus antrum 
Porrigitur ! Tanto ſpecus ille immanis hiatu 
Fertur in informem Phlegethonta, an amcena vireta 
Fortunatorum nemorum ? per opaca locorum 
Ducite vos, dubioſque pedes firmetis eunti: 
Munera veſtra cano; nam juſfht talia Pzon, 

Talia, diva Salus; et verſu pandere conor, 
Quid lympha liquido fierive poteſt elemento ; 
Quo nihil utilius mundi fert dædala moles. 


6 


FEI 
Mirus quippe latex it mobilis undique ; gemmis 
Lumine dat radiare vago; dat quercubus altis 
Szvas indignari hyemes, et temnere ventos z 
Dat ſcintillanti tenuiſſima ſpicula vino: 
Et vehit et generat ſpeciei alimenta cüique, 
Et vitam, ſeu quæ ſpirabilis ætheris aura 


Veſcitur, irriguiſve vireſcit florida campis 8. 


* Lib, ii, Ver 352, & ſeq. 
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PINDARI PYTHIC. I. 


HIERONI ZTN 20 SYRACUSIO CURRUVICT, 


TE ST UDO filis apta nitentibus, 
- Quam rite ſervat Pieridum chorus, 
Tu cantilenam, tu ſequaces 
Egregia regis arte greſlys ! 
Perculſa plectro leniter aureo 
Pronum coruſci fulminis impetum 
Tu ſiſtis, æternæque flammæ 
Præcipites moderaris ictus. 
Alis relapſis, fuſa Jovis ſuper 
Sceptro, volucris regia ſternitur 
Sopore prædulci, carentque 
Roſtra minis, oculique flammis. 
Quin Mars reponens aſpera ſpicula, 
Poſt pulverem certaminis ardui, 
Oblectat, O Phœbea proles, 


Corda tuo truculenta cantu. 


1 287 J 
At quos benigno numine Jupiter 
Non vidit, . carminis audiant 
Siquando divini levamen, 

Horror agit paviduſque luctus: 
Qualis Treuzys, ſub barathro jacens 
Imo, ſupremis improba centiceps 

Quod bella Divis intuliſſet 

/Emonio genitus ſub antro. | 
Quem nunc ligatum CM cubat ſuper, 
Pectuſque ſetis comprimit horridum 


Columna cœli, quæ perenni 


Stat glacie, nivis A TNA nutrix: 
Et nunc procellas evomit igneas, 
Fumoſque, miſto turbine, bellua 
Vulcani et horrendum ru 
Nocte procul jaculata faxa : 
Immane dictu prodigium ! Mare 
Siquis propinquum tranſeat, ut Typhos 
ZEtne ſub antris illigetur, | 


Difficilique fremat cubili ! 
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Hoc me ſolutum crimine fac, Pater, 
Cui paret Ætnæ frondeus ambitus, 
Frons fertilis telluris, ingens 
Urbs titulos tulit unde magnos ; 
Qua nuntiatum eſt quale Hiero ederet 
Certamen, acres victor agens equos, 
Quantuſque ſuccuſſis, rotarum 


7 | Arbityr, inſtiterit quadrigis *. 


* Ad Antiſtr. ii. 
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IN HORTO SCRIPT: 


Vs 8 O quz ſociis plicata ramis 
Ulmi brachia panditis gemellæ, 
Horti deliciæ, decuſque parvi | 
Dum vicina apium cohors per herbas 
Fragrantes medio ſtrepit ſub æſtu, 
Fraternis tueamini magiſtrum 

Vos ſub frondibus, Attici leporis 
Auctores Latiive lectitantem; 
Luſtrantemve oculo licentiori 
Colles oppoſitos, aprica rura, 

Late undantibus obſitos ariſtis, 


Tectoſque acriis ſuperne fagis. 
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2 ONJUX chara vale ! tibi Maritus 
Hoc pono memori manu ſepulcrum: 


At quales lacrymas tibi rependam, 


Dum triſti recolo, Suſanna, corde, 


Quam conſtans, animo neque impotente, 


Tardi ſuſtuleras acuta lethi, 

Me ſpectans placidis fupremum ocellis ! 
Quod f pro meritis vel ipſe flerem, 

Quo fletu tua te relicta proles, 

Proles parvula, rite proſequetur, | 
Cuſtodem, ſociam, ducem, parentem ? Li 
At quorſum lacryme? Valeto rare 


Exemplum pietatis, O Suſanna ! 
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APUD HORTUM JUCUNDISSIMUM_. 


WINTONIEZ. 


8 I qua eſt gratia rivuli perennis, 

Ripas qui properat loquax per udas ; 

S1 quis gramineo nitor vireto, 

Raſiſve in ſpatiis quid eſt amceni; 

Aut ſiquod, fruticum tenellulorum, 

Raris faſciculis et hinc et inde 

Frondentum, tenues breveſque ſylvz, 

Poſſint pandere dædali coloris ; 

Quin, fi floribus, angulos per omnes, 

Quod dulcedinis eſt ſine arte ſparſis; 

Cum crebris ſaluberrimis et herbis ; 

Hunc, hoſpes, lepidum putabis hortum. 

At nec deliciæ, licet ſuives, 

Tales te poterint dit tenere, 

Quin mirabere, quz micant utrinque 

Tecta ingentia, maximumque templum, 
6 
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Antiquumque larem decus camcenis:; 


Hac dum proſpicias, jugi ſacrati 


Sub clivo ancipiti, domus ſuperbæ 


Olim, fragmina vaſta, dirutaſque 


Arces; ah memor, hoſpes, eſto, ut ipſz; 
Quas nunc egregio vides decoras 


Cultu, et magnificas, utrinque moles, 


Mox traxiſſe queant parem ruinam, 


Et muſco jaceant fituque plenæ, 


Quamvis utraque Wiccamus beatus 


Diti fecerit auxeritque ſumtũ, 
Te, Phœbi domus alma; teque templum, 


Centum ſurgere juſſerit columnis. 
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Page 271, in note, for portas read poetas. 


272, line 3, for traberit read traheret. 
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276, line 11, for quati/que read quali/que. 
288, line 8, for arbitur read arbiter. 


